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Preface to the second edition 


In the 416-page first edition of this book (See footnotes No. 8 and 9), | 
spent 155 pages of it playing devil’s advocate by presenting the position of 
PRAs (Pro-Reparations Advocates) on Reparations for Black folks. | will 
not do that in this second edition, for reasons | explain in the first chapter 
of this book, entitled, So what's really happening? | will present my 
position only. 


One key historical fact that PRAs invoke in 
support of Reparations for Black Americans 
is a promise of “40 acres and a mule” to 
former Black slaves that was made by 
Union General William T. Sherman in his 
Special Field Order No. 15, issued on Jan. 
16, 1865. Interestingly, Dr. Henry Louis 
Gates, Alphonse Fletcher University 
Professor and Director of the Hutchins 
is Center for African and African American 
i Research at Harvard University, reveals 
General William Sherman that the 40 acres and a mule idea came 
Courtssy ERESCORe from discussions held by 20 leaders of the 
Black community in Savannah, Ga. with Sherman and Secretary of War 
Edwin M. Stanton. 


We have been taught in school that the source of the policy of “40 
acres and a mule” was Union General William T. Sherman’s Special 
Field Order No. 15, issued on Jan. 16, 1865. (That account is half- 
right: Sherman prescribed the 40 acres in that Order, but not the 
mule. The mule would come later.) But what many accounts leave 
out is that this idea for massive land redistribution actually was the 
result of a discussion that Sherman and Secretary of War Edwin M. 
Stanton held four days before Sherman issued the Order, with 20 
leaders of the black community in Savannah, Ga., where Sherman 
was headquartered following his famous March to the Sea. The 
meeting was unprecedented in American history.1 
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The promise was never kept but has never been forgotten by some Black 
leaders and PRAs. The ‘40’ in the H.R.40 Reparations Congressional bill 
refers to that 40 acres and a mule that was negotiated by 20 Black 
leaders, General Sherman, Secretary of War Edwin M. Stanton, and then 
issued by General Sherman as Special Field Order No. 15. 


And that is as much as | will say about that 
history. For more details, | suggest that the 
reader consult the first edition of this book, as 
well as consult the works of PRA advocates 
such as Dr. William Darity (From Here to 
Equality: Reparations for Black Americans in 
the Twenty-First Century) and Dr. Claud 
Anderson (PowerNomics: The National Plan to 3 
Empower Black America). Dr. William Darity 


Courtesy minneapolisfed.org 


Both Dr. Darity and Dr. 

Anderson are powerfully credentialed and highly 
competent Black men. Dr. Darity is an economist 
who studied at the London School of Economics. 
Dr. Anderson served under President Jimmy 
Carter as Assistant Secretary of the U.S. 
Department of Commerce, and as a specialist 
directing economic development activities for 
U.S. Governors. They are more than competent 
for presenting the arguments in favor of 
Reparations for Black people in America. 


tf ) 
Dr. Claud Anderson 


Courtesy pinterest.com 


During seven decades of existence on this planet, | have come to solid 
conclusions about life, conclusions that you will read about in this book. 
They are conclusions that have caused me to form opinions about 
Reparations. What makes those conclusions 100% true are experiences 
in my life, that you will read about, that brought success to myself and 
scores of others by applying what | call, throughout this book, SHVs 
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(Strong High Values) that were taught to me by pre-1960s parents, 
relatives, neighbors and the Black community at large. 


One important conclusion is that, ultimately, despite any force external to 
an individual, the primary responsibility for the well-being of each 
individual lies directly at the feet of that individual, and no one else. As a 
species, of course, we have learned—either through common sense, 
mutual need, religion, or other forms of inout—that cooperation can better 
assure the balance, harmony, and peace of each individual and of the 
whole. But, again, ultimately, the primary responsibility for each 
individual's well-being is that person’s responsibility. 


Another important conclusion I’ve reached is that nobody can give you or 
force upon you the qualities and values that you need to ensure your well- 
being. You can be guided by others—parents, relatives, neighbors, 
friends, inspirational figures of the past or the present—as exemplars. But 
it is up to you to accept that guidance and then incorporate, within your 
being, the qualities and values that you need to live a life in balance, 
harmony, peace, stability and, hopefully, prosperity. 


Also, you can’t purchase, for example, attributes such as focus, 
dedication, expeditiousness, sacrifice, frugality, self-control, hard work, 
courage, stability, self-criticism, and all such attributes that, again, assure 
balance, harmony, and peace, as well as levels of success that can be 
defined as no lower than steady stability, and, hopefully as high as 
superb. Also, if you lack the attributes needed to achieve balance, 
harmony, peace and success, no amount of money given to you, whether 
it's owed to you are not, will gain you those attributes. 


Here, succinctly, are my views on Reparations. Reparations has been 
recognized, all over the planet, as a /egitimate demand for a people, or 
representatives of a people, to make when they have been wronged or 
have perceived that they have been wronged, the idea being to seek to 
“repair” those people or, at least, to attempt to “repair” them. Reparations 
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can be achieved through monetary or some other means of helping the 
people who have been wronged. 


My view about the attempt, by PRAs, to obtain Reparations for Black 
people from the United States government is simple: They have a right to 
make that attempt. We live in what has been called a “free” country 
(though forms of censorship, such as cancel culture, political correctness, 
doxing, deplatforming, demonetizing, algorithmic manipulation, etc., are 
threatening the freedom of the U.S.), so, as such, PRAs have every right 
to demand Reparations for Black people. 


My right, which | am exercising by offering this book to the public, is to 
suggest ways that / believe will “repair” our people, Black people. And | 
believe that if those ways or attributes, which you will read about in this 
book, are applied, they will be infinitely more effective than the extension, 
by the United States government, to Black people of Reparations that 
PRAs have calculated is owed to Black people. 


That bill, as estimated by Dr. Darity, amounts 
to between $10 trillion and $12 trillion, or 
about $800,000 to each Black household 
eligible for Reparations. Dr. Boyce Watkins, 
another PRA, who holds a PhD in finance, 
estimates that the Reparations bill owed to 
Black people is between $12 trillion to $15 
trillion. 


It is my view that the extension of peso anne 
Courtesy 


Reparations to Black people, whether the Souialpaliticaicammantanrcam 
figure be between $10 trillion and $12 trillion, 

or between $12 trillion and $15 trillion, will not work to repair our people 
permanently. If the only consideration regarding the needs of our people 
were limited to Reparations for past wrongs done to us, then | would put 
my energies into working for Reparations. 
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But | happen to believe that other infinitely more important considerations 
must be faced by Black folks. And | believe that if those considerations 
are faced and addressed by Black folks, then our success in obtaining a 
permanent state of balance, harmony, peace, stability and success into 
the infinite future will be guaranteed. It is clear to me that the states of 
balance, harmony, peace, stability and success for the Black community 
at large are not, at this time, at a level that | would consider to be 
acceptable, life-enhancing, and life-sustaining. 


Reparations, in my view, cannot assure that those states will be reached, 
nor do Reparations assure that those states can be maintained. Thus, 
again, | support those things that | not only believe, but also have 
experienced, will gain, for our people, the more lasting states of balance, 
harmony, peace, stability and success. You will read about those real-life 
experiences of my life in this book, starting with the chapter entitled, Oh 
no you WON’T!, the chapter about my mom. Everything begins with mom. 


As with the first edition, endnotes indicated within the text are italicized. 
Footnotes within the text are not italicized. Keep in mind also that, as | did 
in the first edition, | have created archive files for some of the Internet 
reference sources. You will see those in the Notes section at the end of 
the book, and sometimes in footnotes as well. This is done as my attempt 
to compensate for any possible censorship and “cancel culture” practices. 


If, for instance, you use a URL reference in a footnote or endnote to 
access that reference on The Internet, but that URL has been deleted, 
then check the “Archive file” URL that is also mentioned in the footnote or 
endnote. For references to, or to fully read (for free) the first edition of 
Uncle Tom’s Uncle, please see footnotes No. 8 and 9. 


In this current edition of Uncle Tom’s Uncle, Part I of the first edition will 
be omitted entirely. The chapter, in the first edition, that was entitled War, 
Colonization, and Slavery, has been renamed, in this second edition, as 
Has War Been Good? It has been edited in this second edition. But you 
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can always read the unedited first chapter by reading the first edition. In 
this book, the following is included in the following order: 


Preface to this 2"¢ edition, which you're reading now 
Introduction 

Chapter 1 (So what's really happening?) 

Chapter 2 (Has War Been Good?) 

Most of the content formerly in Part II of the first edition 


The content, in this edition, that was formerly in Part II of the first edition, 
is written in a biographical manner, just as in the first edition, giving 
concrete examples that demonstrate that the application of SHVs 
produced great, tangible results in parts of 1950s Black America. | and 
many others, later in our own adult lives, benefited greatly also. 


What is important is not the nature of the particular goal that | and others 
were aiming for due to the great influence of many 1950s Black folks. 
What is important is the inspiration that the reader can obtain for himself 
or herself from reading about personal achievements that were 
accomplished by applying SHVs. SHVs are not limited to any period in 
history, nor are they limited to any race. 


As | said in the first edition, if Congress decides to write the Reparations 
check, | will be happy for those that receive it. And if those receiving it 
manage to do something permanently effective and that reaches beyond 
themselves, clearly demonstrating the ability to positively affect their 
descendants, then, again, | am happy for them. 


But just don’t send me a check. | am not interested. | did not need, nor 
did | want a Reparations check during a lifetime of struggle contained with 
successes for myself and successes for others, as you will read starting 
with the chapter entitled, Oh no you WON’T! 
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As | stated in the first edition, | caution the reader, in advance, that this 
book includes some rather colorful or raw language, although I’ve tried to 
“clean it up” by using asterisks or other conventions to “hide” the actual 
word. | really struggled even doing that, not wishing to offend my religious 
and spiritual brothers and sisters or any sensitive reader. My apologies in 
advance and remember me in your prayers (or whatever). 


| must say, though, that | was heartened when | consulted two very pious 
members of two different religions/spiritual practices. Both of them felt 
that my decision to use colorful language was cool, but dependent on my 
intention (I'll choose to ignore the saying about “the road to hell...”) 


If you have problems with colorful language, what can | say? This is 
planet earth. | have never met an angel. (/ damn sure ain’t been one). | 
have to communicate with al/ of my people, meaning all Americans, of 
whatever race or background. This means talking to everyone from the 
south Los Angeles Skid Row blade’ on Figueroa Street to the elite 
members of the Cumberland Club, in Cumberland Foreside, Maine. 


A language is a language. It reflects the culture as well as the sub- 
cultures of a society and it can be difficult to impart their flavors or spirit or 
energies or style or even their peculiar form of savoir faire, if you will (or 
even if you won't) without using their Janguage. | guess that’s called an 
excuse. Well, whatever. | did my best. 


Also, racial slurs? are used in this edition of Uncle Tom’s Uncle, the 
biographical part. Any objection from Wokianity/Anti-Liberty adherents is 
bogus. You drive around in your cars, as I’ve witnessed, listening to 


1 Ho stroll; track; strip; area where prostitutes ply their trade 

2 Nigguh (Nigger), Hunkie, Polak, Dago, Spic, Chink, Mick, Jew-boy are slurs, as 
you'll see, that are used in a quote of my brother, from his unpublished book, 
Heaven Too Soon, in which he describes a (ahem) form of “race relations” of 
1950s Chicago. It’s history, not “hate speech.” 
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gangsta rappers “singing” nigguh, nigguh, nigguh all damned day, yet you 
don’t blink an eye. Why? | know why. But that’s another book. 

Anyway, such slurs define an era, not “hate speech.” It’s history. And 
this disgusting attempt to destroy history; to deprive people of the 
knowledge of the culture and color (i.e., spirit; vibrancy; rhythm; style) of 
any given people, of any place or time in the world, displays ignorance, as 
well as some apparently self-perceived sense of Godhood, as if you can 
erase or “cancel” a history that has actually taken place. It’s also weak. 


Some names in this book are actual names, others are names chosen to 
protect the identities of people who may not wish their names to be 
mentioned in this book. In some cases, | used the chosen Arabic names 
of people who identify as Muslims and who use their Arabic names only 
amongst Muslims yet keep their legal “Christian” birth names. The picture 
of Dee and myself is real, but her physiognomy has changed greatly over 
the decades. Also “Dee” is not her real name. So, her identity is 
protected. 


So, who is Uncle Tom’s uncle? Everyone—at least every American—has 
someone, sometimes an uncle, who, at Thanksgiving Dinner, or some 
other holiday, will invariably make a concerted effort to express his 
independence. He’s always ready and eager to throw a wrench in the 
works, and he’s proud of it. He doesn’t just accept. He’s not afraid to 
have and express his own thoughts. He’s a true American. 


If Sally says, “Ahhh, what a wonderful day!! Warm weather, sun shining, 
nice breeze, blue sky,” that’s Uncle Tom’s uncle’s cue!! “The sky is not 
blue. The sky is actually purple. We see it as blue, but it’s actually purple. 
You see, Sally, the sky looks blue, due to a phenomenon called Raleigh 
scattering. It has to do with the scattering of electro-magnetic radiation...” 
and his nephew, Uncle Tom, is sitting there quietly fuming, and thinking, 
“Jerk! | refuse to believe that we belong to the same family!” 
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But then, he smiles, because, in truth, he admires his Uncle’s 
independence. | am Uncle Tom's uncle. Come with me on this journey 
and see how good it feels to blow against the wind, a liberating habit that 
was, at one time, endemic to the American spirit. There are those, 
unfortunately, even amongst us, who are trying to crush that spirit. 
Anyway, here’s some things you'll learn about 


War 

My Chicago mamma of the 1950s: “Boy, you either win or fight me!!” 

Stagger Lee, my undefeated boxer, bartender, carpenter, and architect dad; the pride 
and joy of toxic masculinity (Amen, brother!!!) 

The Tao of Fisticuffs: Race “relations” (ahem) in 1950s ethnic Chicago: “Hunkie! Polak! 
Jew boy! Dago! Spick! Chink! Mick! Nigger!” 

Phil Cohran schools me on “raising up” a hooker. 

Dee and Me: My nine, “loving” months of righteous torture with a Lady of the Night 

“Get it done! It’s only seven States!!” The permanent impact of Chaka Ra (Leroy Hardy) 
What $10 million in a Swiss bank account?! | know nothing about such things 

Dennis Daniels: ass-kicking, sophisticated, gangsta-academic teaches “enlightenment” 
So, Black folks can’t conquer math and science? No sh*t??!! (| guess | ain’t black). 
The scores of folks | led to success (And the scores you can lead to success too!!) 

The Return of the Dead White Males. YAAAAAAAAYYYYY'!!! 

A Squeegee and a Bucket, A Pig’s Foot and a Bottle of Beer—a Black window washer 
sends two daughters to college. 

If you’re Pharoah, then where’s your PYRAMID, motherf*cker???!!! 

How | secured my son’s transcripts from the belligerent, big-shot Principal of his high 
school [I do not recommend use of my method]. 

And more! 


Introduction 


The mindset of many of this generation, here in the United States, is 
foreign to me. New definitions concerning various aspects of life appear 
quite arbitrary to me and are definitions that | refuse to accept, since, as 
far as | am concerned, they have no basis in reality. 


The stories you will read about in this book, after the second chapter, and 
the perspectives about life that | embrace and that | share with the reader, 
are all underlined by principles that are fixed in stone, always applicable, 
universal in nature, and eternal. For me, the exercise of debating the 
efficacy of these principles is a meaningless exercise that | would not 
engage in. And there is a simple, concrete reason that | would not 
engage in such an exercise: experience. 


My personal experience cannot be debated. What | experienced in the 
application, within my life, of SHVs produced concrete, tangible, positive 
results for myself as well as for others whom | affected. 


The values embraced led not only to material success, but to holistic 
success, meaning mind, body, and soul. Of course, though the 
achievements mentioned in this book might be labeled examples of 
“material success,” in truth it is impossible to separate material from 
spiritual; mental from physical. A correct and positive mental configuration 
can produce a correct and positive physical configuration. 


Last, more than anyone else, this book is directed to young people, whom, 
| hope, will find inspiration within the pages of this book—inspiration that 
will move them on to holistic well-being, success and prosperity. Nuf said. 
Okay, let's do this. 


So what’s really happening? 


The first and most important battlefront has as its focus the 

enemies within, some of the most dangerous ones being 
cowardice, fear, doubt, dissipation, scapegoating, illusion, procrastination, 
hesitation, and irresponsibility. The other battlefront is what | call, 
throughout this book, struggle in nature, or what is sometimes called 
survival of the fittest. 


T his is a book about war. There are two battlefronts of this war. 


It must be understood that, to live in relative balance, harmony, and 
peace, neither battlefront can ever be avoided. Face it. Deal with it. It 
won't go away. The war ends when you're dead. | designed this book 
also as one to inspire anyone of any race, particularly in America. 


The subtitle of this second edition of Uncle Tom’s Uncle includes the 
phrase, “The Return of The Souls of Black Folk.” That phrase was not 
chosen with the intention of reflecting any particular theme, necessarily, 
that was contained in W.E.B Dubois’ book, The Souls of Black Folk. 


The reader should understand that | use the phrase, “The Souls of Black 
Folk,” to refer to what | believe to have been a high state of consciousness 
guided by the elevated minds, souls, or spirits (whichever word is 
preferred) of 1950s Black elders that | experienced and benefited from 
immensely. That high state of consciousness created holistic success, 
“holistic” meaning spiritual and material, for other Black folks, and their 
descendants, also in cities across the country. 


Although | cannot say that that high state of consciousness was universal 
in the Black community, | do know, for a fact, that many Black folks did 

benefit from that high state of consciousness. Also, unfortunately, | have 
personally witnessed, starting in the 1960s, a diminution of that high state 
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of consciousness, a decline that continues to negatively affect many Black 
folks today. 


There were factors, some governmental’, and some sociological, that 
some have claimed either caused or contributed to the diminution of that 
high state of consciousness that | and many others’ experienced during 
the 1950s. Certain ideologies spawned massive dysfunctions that also 
contributed to the diminution of that 1950s high state of consciousness. | 
will not cover the governmental and sociological factors that are claimed 
to have contributed to that diminution of high consciousness that | and 
others experienced during the 1950s. At least one ideological factor will 
reveal itself in this chapter. 


My reference point for the themes of this book is the 1950s because that 
is the decade within which | and many other Black people experienced, 
and greatly benefited from, the strong high values—SHVs, as | will refer 
to them in this book—that were exhibited by our 1950s elders. 


It is very important to understand, firstly, my basic philosophy of life, and 
my approach in this book. Firstly, my philosophy of life was developed by 
having experienced, over seven decades, positive results of adopting and 
adhering to, as much as possible, the SHVs implanted within me by my 
Black parents, Black relatives, and Black neighbors. And that philosophy 
is the following: Every barrier is there to be broken into pieces to the point 
of disintegration, or it is to be catapulted by adhering to SHVs. 


3 Debates have been ongoing since 1964 and President Lyndon Johnson’s war 
on poverty, one side saying that government spending is the key to eliminating 
poverty, the other side saying that economic growth is the solution. 

4 In the section, “Threat No. 2,” below, you will read about one of those 
sociological factors 

5 Some prominent figures of today, for example, being, Judge Joe Brown, Larry 
Elder, Thomas Sowell, Shelby Steele, Robert Woodson and others who testify 
to their positive experience growing up during the 1950s, and the negative 
changes that they witnessed from the 1960s onward to this very day. 


4 So what’s really happening? 


Secondly, my approach in this book, starting with the chapter entitled, Oh 
No You WON'T! (a reference to my kick-ass mom’s...ahem...“philosophy” 
of life, as you will read about) is to share with the reader actual, specific 
life experiences, not empty “theories,” that demonstrate that the 
application of SHVs produce positive and excellent results for anyone, 
male or female, of any race, ethnicity, religion or other designation. 


This book is not about theory, racial or otherwise. Some particularly 
positive and real examples that | give concern 1.) the south side of 
Chicago, 2.) south Philadelphia, as witnessed and related by Mr. Robert 
Woodson during an interview of him, and 3.) the success | achieved in my 
personal life and my influence on scores of others who did the same, an 
influence that you will read about in this book. 


So, obviously, one theme—the primary one—of this book is my belief that 
Black life, and anyone’s life in America, will improve and flourish when 
SHVs are adopted, put into practice, and maintained as a way of life. 

This is doable. It’s been done before, and it can be done again. And that 
fact brings up something else. Every change for a person begins in the 
mind (not in Congress). Or, as FunkMaster George Clinton put it (perhaps 
a bit too indelicately for some of you): 


“Free your mind and your ass will follow.” 


George Clinton 
(Courtesy tvtropes.org) 
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And whatever you might think about FunkMaster Clinton and the funk 
style of music that he became the master of, the innovation that he 
created in music, and which was unprecedented, most definitely came 
from aman who had freed his mind. | think the picture of him pretty much 
displays a man with a free—and maybe a tiny bit warped—mind (I say 
“warped mind,” George, with love, respect, and admiration!! The world 
would be a better place if we had more free and “warped” minds). 


Well, to put this in a less indelicate way, there is a verse from the Islamic 
scripture, the Qur'an, which pretty much makes the same statement that 
The FunkMaster made: 


9279 


Ayub le 9A ZS 05h le UY aul SI 


God does not change the condition of a people until they 
first change what is within themselves. 


In the next chapter of this book, Has War Been Good?, you'll encounter a 
reality, as outlined by both Dr. lan Morris and Dr. Thomas Sowell, that 
may be hard for some of you to accept. But | suggest that their themes be 
seriously taken into consideration, even if only metaphorically. Because 
there are fundamental, very tough realities that cannot be escaped—not in 
this life, as | believe, anyway. We either face them and win. Or we 
pretend that they don’t exist, and then lose. It’s each person's choice: 
Blame others or work your ass off. And that work can be collective. 


| want the reader to know that | am fully aware that there are those who, 
through no fault of their own, suffer and appear to be unable to withstand 
the challenges of this life. | occasionally watch the interviews conducted 
by Mark Laita, at his YouTube Channel, Soft White Underbelly, of pimps, 
prostitutes, gang-bangers, drug addicts, boosters (thieves), con artists, 
homeless people, alcoholics, etc. 
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While his questions may vary, there is one question that he always asks 
each interviewee: “How was your early life, as a child?” At least 95%, it 
seems, of the interviewees always answer that their early life was not 
good, to say the least. 


Sexual abuse, dysfunctional parents, dysfunctional relatives experienced 
in early life, can, unfortunately, shape a child’s future life, early on, to be 
one of dysfunctionality. And it can be very difficult to conquer the 
dysfunctional patterns experienced in early life. But, having witnessed a 
drug addict, a prostitute, and a pimp reform their lives (two of whom | 
helped to do so, only one of which, Dee, | mention in this book), I’m sorry 
but | just have to go back to FunkMaster: Free your mind. 


A secondary theme of this edition of Uncle Tom’s Uncle is reflected in the 
first half of the subtitle: “Reparations or Preparations,” and is related to the 
first theme, which centered on values—SHVs. My pre-1960s upbringing 
taught me that preparation for life came, for me, from Black parents, Black 
relatives, Black neighbors, and the Black community at large. 


The good news regarding preparation is that, even if one was raised in a 
dysfunctional, self-destructive manner, by dysfunctional parents, relatives, 
neighbors, the adoption of SHVs can occur at any time in life. And the 
adoption of SHVs, at any time in life, will serve as the necessary 
preparation to begin the journey towards the acquiring of balance, 
harmony, peace, stability and success. 


And then, because you adopted those SHVs, you will possess the 
vibrancy, strength, focus, direction, resourcefulness, seriousness, non- 
dissipation of energies, ability to discontinue the worship of the two 
caricature gods of the anti-American religion called “Wokeness’,” or what 


6 A.) The Perpetual White Oppressor; B.) The Perpetual Black Victim 

7 ’ve replaced the designations, “Right” vs. “Left”, “Conservative” vs. “Liberal” 
with Liberty vs. Wokeness or Liberty vs. Anti-Liberty. WWokeness contains many 
items that define it. Those items | list under three categories: 1.) Sub-identity 
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| prefer to call Wokianity, high self-esteem, and prime identity as a 
capable human being, potentially fully able to function anywhere on the 
planet, thus creating a tremendous thirst for living and thriving in the now 
and for the future. This is the way, in my opinion, that Black folks should 


go. 


Now, there is another subject that speaks volumes for the need of Black 
folks and all people in America to adopt and maintain SHVs, and that has 
to do with the monumental threats to our country, the United States, that 
are more important than anything else. We live here. So, to live here in 
balance, harmony, peace, stability and success, we must focus on 
removing those threats, or at least creating ways to strongly mitigate the 
effects of those threats so that neither one or any combination of them will 
destroy us. And if we do not properly deal with those threats, then all of 
us may face enslavement or destruction. | mention those threats a little 
later in this Preface, threats needing much more attention than the issue 
of Reparations. We all live here. We either wake up, or we perish. 


It's important to realize that the 1950s successes for Black folks that | 
witnessed were occurring all over the United States during an atmosphere 
of racism, discrimination, and segregation. My wish is that The Return of 
The Souls of Black Folk takes place. | believe that that return, not the 
“demand” for Reparations, is what is most needed to assure the success 
of Black folks into the “infinite” future. | believe that the demand that black 
folks should make is the demand of ourselves [Free your mind] to double, 


elevation; 2.) Revisionism: Historical, Cultural, even Biological; 3.) Censorship 
windows: political correctness, cancel culture, de-platforming, shadow- 
banning, doxing, algorithmic manipulation, propagandizing, monopolization. 
The counterpart to Wokeness, Liberty, should be self-explanatory. For all three 
Wokeness categories, see if you can list some items that fit under those 
categories. An example of Sub-identities, for instance, are the now ever- 
growing, and false, 72 or 76 gender designations. Chromosomes ain’t Woke 
and continue to limit genders to two. 
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triple, quadruple individual and collective efforts to improve, and do so as 
a conscious, daily, life routine. It’s planet earth. It’s war. 


In the first, 416-page edition of Uncle Tom’s Uncle, which | loaded to 
Academia.edu® and Archive.org? to be read for free, | said the following: 


| have questions, all of which, for me, place Reparations on the back 
burner (if not totally off of the stove) for America...2 


Because of events that have occurred since | published the first edition, 
the quest for Reparations is no longer on the back burner. It’s now off the 
stove. | will elaborate, soon, concerning why the issue of Reparations has 
now been pulled off the stove. In the first edition, | had also said: 


| believe our country, the United States, is under attack, and mostly 
by forces within it (with external forces watching and licking their 
chops). Infinitely more important than Reparations, at this time in our 
history, is our very survival as a free, unified society. One 
fundamental, dangerous threat to our country is the attempt to erase 
our American identity by creating and attempting to maintain myriad 
sub-identities, and wrongly giving them perpetual and equal weight to 
our common identity as Americans. We'd better wake up, and fast.? 


To read an explanation of what | believe to be shared values and ideas 
that form a common identity for all Americans, see Appendix A. 


Let's examine some of the events, such as the Waukesha Christmas 
parade murders committed by Darrell Brooks, that have occurred since 
the publication of the first edition, emblematic events that render the 


3 Academia: 
https://www.academia.edu/50365095/Uncle_Toms_Uncle_The_Case_for_Rep 
arations_and_why_|_dont_want_them 


° Archive file: 
https://ia802308.us.archive.org/5/items/uncle-toms- 
uncle/Uncle%20Tom%27s%20Uncle. pdf 
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ongoing quest for Reparations off the stove. There are issues that 
threaten the health and very existence of our country, as well as our very 
identity as a free society, and they all must be analyzed with respect to 
their collective dangerous impact on our country. They represent attacks 
on our country. | will now identify five major threats to our country. Keep 
in mind, though, that, actually, there are only two threats to our country: 
1.) citizen ignorance and non-participation; 2.) corruption. In my opinion, 
every other threat, including external ones, stem from those two. 


Threat No. 1—Censorship is destroying freedom of speech 


Congress shall make no law respecting an establishment of religion, 
or prohibiting the free exercise thereof; or abridging the freedom of 
speech, or of the press; or the right of the people peaceably to 
assemble, and to petition the Government for a redress of 
grievances. (First Amendment of the U.S. Constitution). 


(As of this writing, President Joe Biden has put a “pause” on the 
implementation of the new Disinformation Governance Board. 
Nevertheless, | decided to keep my analysis of the DGB in this section of 
the book because, whether or not the “pause” is removed and that Board 
begins its function, the very idea of the attempt to establish such a Board, 
referred to by its detractors as, “The Ministry of Truth,” is, in itself, 
extremely important historically. ) 


By far the largest threats to the United States are the relentless attacks on 
freedom of speech. They are attacks on the First Amendment of the 
Constitution of the United States. Up until Wednesday, April 27", 2022, 
the top major threats to freedom of speech had been identified as 
emanating from two very powerful, private, commercial sources: the 
mainstream media (MSM) and Big Tech. Big Tech includes social media 
outlets that it owns and controls. 


But MSM and Big Tech no longer hold the number one position as threats 
to freedom of speech and the First Amendment. That position is now held 
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by The Disinformation Governance Board (DGB) a new wing of the United 
States Department of Homeland Security (DHS), established on April 27", 
2022. That Board is called, by its critics, the “The Ministry of Truth,” a 
reference to an agency of a totalitarian superstate, Oceania, mentioned in 
George Orwell’s famous novel, 1984, published on June 8", 1949, 


The Ministry of Truth controls information: news, entertainment, 
education, and the arts. Winston Smith works in the Records 
Department, "rectifying" historical records to accord with Big 
Brother's current pronouncements so that everything the Party says 
appears to be true.19 


The DGB was announced during a United States House Appropriations 
Subcommittee on Homeland Security concerning Homeland Security's 
budget for the next year, 2023. 


Although the DGB defines its purpose as protecting national security by 
combatting “misinformation” and “disinformation,” there are very obvious 
potential dangers flowing forth from the existence of the DGB. Firstly, who 
defines what is truthful information and what is false information? 


The attempt to create, legally codify, and 
then enforce a fixed definition of truth 
quickly leads to the oppression of those 
who express independent perspectives 
that vary from the legally-imposed 
“truths.” A system that does not accept 
various opinions will, eventually, stagnate 
and then die, as the Soviet Union did. In 
a fascinating presentation given by 
Russian President Vladimir Putin at a three-hour session of the 18" 
Annual Valdai Club Conference4, he expressed his surprise that America 
had fallen for Woke culture, a culture that includes censorship. 


Vladimir Putin 
Courtesy sputniknews.com 


10 See https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nineteen_Eighty-Four#Ministry_of_Truth 
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He said that the same “progressive” ideas espoused by today’s Woke 
culture that have arisen in America are the same ideas that were 
introduced to Russia by the Bolsheviks after 1917. He said that those 
ideas were extremely destructive ideas that the Russians, in time, 
discarded, ideas that severely damaged notions of family, gender, the 
value of the nation state, religion, etc. The Bolsheviks introduced 
censorship, cancel culture. Obviously, there’s nothing new under the sun. 


He also criticized CRT (Critical Race Theory) but drew no comparison to 
any direct Bolshevik equivalent. But what he did draw a direct comparison 
to, with respect to CRT, was the use of heavy ideological propaganda 
designed to ignore facts. It was propaganda used by the Bolsheviks to 
promote any of their ideas that were considered “progressive” by them. 


It is quite fascinating that Black American critics of 
CRT, such as Brian Echevarria, who registered his 
objection to CRT at a school board meeting, also 
underline CRT as heavily propagandistic, promoting, 
they believe, a theory that is less concerned with 
helping black people than it is with advancing a 
social ideology that, by its very nature, spawns 
division in the United States, as well as casts Black 
people as a weak, helpless class of perpetual victims Brian Echevarria 
who face a perpetual enemy, White people. Black Courtesy YouTube 
critics of CRT cast it as a form of racism against White people, which they 
object to. Putin alluded to the same (bolded and italicized text is author 
emphasis): 


Putin made the comment last Thursday while addressing dignitaries 
and reporters at the Valdai discussion club in Sotchi, an annual 
forum on Russian affairs. The Russian president severely criticized 
the West for having allowed woke culture to introduce “reversed 
discrimination’ through critical race theory and the destruction of 
traditional family values through gender ideology, both of which he 
compared to propaganda tools used by communist governments 
during Russia’s Soviet era. He then described exposing innocent 
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children to non-traditional sexual values as “monstrous” and a “crime 
against humanity.” 


The Russian leader began by criticizing critical race theory. He 
alluded to movements like Black Lives Matter and to cancel 
culture in the U.S., arguing that, far from fighting racism, these types 
of movements are creating a sort of ‘reversed discrimination.’ 

“The fight for equality and against discrimination has turned into 
aggressive dogmatism bordering on absurdity...” 


...Putin pointed out that the current overemphasis on race is 
precisely what the civil rights fighters of the 1960s were trying to 
avoid, as their dream was to erase differences and divisions. He 
quoted Martin Luther King’s famous speech “I have a dream.” 


“| specifically asked my colleagues to find the following quote 

from Martin Luther King: ‘I have a dream that my four little children 
will one day live in a nation where they will not be judged by the color 
of their skin but by their character,” he said.§ 


There are a couple of points to take note of. Firstly, it would be incorrect 
to believe that issues like cancel culture, political correctness, gender 
“assignment,” sex education to minors, CRT, UBI (Universal Basic 
Income), and even a certain stance on vaccines stand as autonomous 
ideas. My observation and my experience have revealed that all of those 
ideas are components of one over-arching ideology: Wokeness, or what 
| prefer to call Wokianity. Wokianity, by its proponents, is viewed as an 
enlightened and progressive ideology. It seems to be a dogmatic religion. 


Secondly, although | believe that no governance of free speech should 
exist, had the Disinformation Governance Board Chief been chosen based 
on having demonstrated a history of objectivity, then perhaps that Board 
could have been trusted to objectively analyze information and then 
objectively conclude whether the information was misinformation or 
disinformation. 
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Unfortunately, that is not the case. The 
individual chosen, Nina Jankowicz has a 
strong history of advocating censorship, which 
is one if the primary signs of an ardent 
adherent of the ideology and religion of 
Nina Jankowicz Wokianity. Also, she has demonstrated gross 
Courtesy YouTube.com hypocrisy by repeatedly and openly spreading 
misinformation herself, as you'll now read 

(bolded and italicized text is author emphasis) 


It would have been hard to come up with a more Orwellian name 
short of the Ministry of Truth. However, the DGB needed a true 
believer to carry out the monitoring of political speech in the United 
States. It found that person in Jankowicz, who has long been an 
outspoken anti-free speech advocate... 


...Jankowicz was selected by the Biden Administration after years of 
pushing disinformation on the left while calling for censorship of the 
right. 


Jankowicz previously argued that Congress should create new laws 
to block mockery of women online by reauthorizing the Violence 
Against Women Act (VAWA) and including “provisions against online 
gender-based harassment.” 


Jankowicz testified before British House of Parliament last year about 
“gender misinformation” being a “national security concern” and a 
threat to democracy requiring government censorship. 


She has demanded that both tech companies and government 
should work together using “creativity and technological prowess to 
make a pariah of online misogyny.” 


On the Hunter Biden laptop, Jankowicz pushed the false narrative 
that it was a false story and that “we should view it as a Trump 
campaign product.” She continued to spread that disinformation, 
including tweeting a link to a news article that she said cast “yet more 
doubt on the provenance of the NY Post's Hunter Biden story.” 
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In another tweet, she added “not to mention that the emails don’t 
need to be altered to be part of an influence campaign. Voters 
deserve that context, not a [fairy] tale about a laptop repair shop.” 


She even cites the author of the Steele Dossier as a guide for how to 
deal with disinformation. In August 2020, Jankowicz tweeted 
“Listened to this last night - Chris Steele (yes THAT Chris Steele) 
provides some great historical context about the evolution of disinfo. 
Worth a listen.” 


She also joined the panic over the [Elon] Musk threat to reintroduce 
free speech values to Twitter. In an interview on NPR, she stated “/ 
shudder to think about if free speech absolutists were taking 
over more platforms, what that would look like for the marginalized 
communities.”6 


Appeals to the public based on concerns for “marginalized communities” 
is just a now common trick used by the Democratic Party and the 
American left to gain more power, especially political power, and to gain 
more support for Woke ideas. It can only be hoped that this frontal 
assault on the First Amendment of the Constitution of the United States 
will be stopped and reversed by an appropriate institution of the 
government or legal system. If the DGB remains intact, though, I’m afraid 
of what may be in store for the people of the United States. 


There is the clear potential of partisanship in the operation of the DGB. 
The DGB could become a thought-police agency that would have the 
power to monitor, control, and legally punish those whose beliefs are 
counter to the partisan beliefs of those that control the DGB at any given 
time. This would be done under the guise of “protecting” national security 
by combatting “misinformation” and “disinformation.” Let’s be real. 


Having lived through the Cold War, | clearly remember that Pravda was a 
“news” organ of the Central Committee of the Communist Party of the 
Soviet Union, and it spewed out information that was favorable to the 
desires of the Communist Party. Its chief job was to attempt to create 
unity of thought, i.e., group think, by stressing and interpreting the party 
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line. This is the situation we're in today with the mainstream media, which 
has essentially become a mouthpiece of the current administration of the 
U.S. government, not an independent, competent media outlet. 


Second to the threat of the newly-established DGB are the mainstream 
media and Big Tech, especially Big Tech’s interactive social media 
platforms, all of which have exhibited no hesitation whatsoever in stopping 
free speech. The examples now are myriad, and tactics include de- 
platforming, de-monetizing, shadow-banning, and manipulation of search 
algorithms. One tactic influenced by Big Tech is doxing. 

(As of this writing, Elon Musk has announced that he will buy Twitter, a 
social media platform. Free-speech advocates are celebrating this 
purchase, hoping that Musk’s purchase signals a new and important 
assault against censorship and support for free speech). 


This supranational entity, Big Tech, has effectively usurped the authority 
of the first amendment of the U.S. Constitution. One gleans, from the 
actions of Big Tech, that it perceives itself as the absolute arbiter of truth, 
as if the information that it allows on its platforms is scripture and 
everything else that challenges or refutes that scripture must be purged. 


Such an attitude is reflective of the attitudes, and actions, of all kinds of 
religions throughout history: ban books, burn books, or burn people that 
present information that challenges or contradicts the information 
presented by “The Divine Authority” of the religious hierarchy. Both 
Christianity and Islam, for example, have histories of book-burning, 
though, fortunately, such actions did not last. 


Big Tech embraces a religion. It’s an interesting religion. It is called 
Wokeness. | prefer to call it Wokianity. It contains dogmas, and we'll 
examine some of those in this book later. Another problem is money. If 
head a corporation, doing business with a Big Tech social media firm, for 
example, | am going to want my stuff to be given precedence over content 
producers that may produce information that may be of powerful 
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relevance when searches by visitors are conducted, but that might push 
my corporation’s message, whether it is a commercial message or any 
other type of message, down in the search returns. | don’t want that. 


And can anyone imagine any reason that a Big Tech firm wouldn't 
manipulate its algorithms in such a manner as to create categories of 
prioritization designed to give more favor to corporations that drop the 
heaviest amount of dough? You damn straight it would. It’s called 
business. And, unfortunately, business—especially big business—is 
almost always blind. This is a shame, though, for the world of information. 
Unfortunately, “shame” appears to be rarely, if ever, a factor for 
consideration when it comes to “The Almighty Dollar’ (or the coming, 
Almighty Ruble—the one we were told was going to be crushed but is 
actually gaining rapidly in value despite sanctions against Russia). 


Another issue is the acquiring and maintenance of power. | challenge the 
reader to conduct the following research on your own: Find information 
about entire countries that Big Tech firms have attempted to influence in 
those countries’ political cultures. |’ll list some of them below. 


Some of those Big Tech firms’ platforms have been blocked by some 
countries or those firms have been warned that if they continued their 
attempts to manipulate politics in those countries, they would be heavily 
fined. Seriously, do the research. Big Tech firms became drunk with 
power and became arrogant. 


France, India, Israel, Pakistan, Russia, South Korea, Tanzania, Turkey, 
Venezuela, China, Egypt, Iran, Nigeria, North Korea, United Kingdom, 
Turkmenistan are all countries that put the brakes on Big Tech’s attempt 
to influence the political life of those countries. Look it up. Note that some 
of those countries are countries that are considered full-blown 
democracies, not totalitarian states. 
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Big Tech platforms should be classified as bulletin boards, as is my 
understanding of FCC rules. What that means is that Big Tech platforms 
are not allowed to editorialize. It is a bit more complicated than that, but 
that is a nutshell explanation. 


At the time of this writing it’s being said that the Elon Musk decision to buy 
Twitter was based on his desire to contribute to the restoration of free 
speech at Twitter, which many social media participants testify had been 
virtually destroyed at Twitter. One possible sign that Musk is serious is his 
announcement that, once the deal to purchase Twitter is finalized, 
President Donald Trump will be allowed back at Twitter. We'll see. 


Threat No. 2—The Destruction of Manhood in the United States 


In the chapter entitled, Stagger Lee, you're going to read about my dad 
and his positive and powerful influence over my life. | saw him as “the 
strongest man in the world.” Of course, back in the 1950s, many boys 
saw their dads as the strongest man in the world. (But only mine was). 


It is very fascinating that both the United States and the People’s Republic 
of China have serious problems with manhood/masculinity, the only 
difference being that the PRC perceives it as a problem and is attempting 
to address it, while the United States celebrates the destruction of 
manhood/masculinity as an enlightened sociological development. This is 
not a statement of some general support, on my part, of the CCP, which | 
pray will be dismantled so that the Chinese people can be rid of that evil 
political structure. 


My point is that there is concern by the CCP surrounding its perception 
that there is a threat to the PRC’s national security due to the weakening 
of the male populace, particularly psychologically, based on the erosion of 
masculinity. Interestingly, it was the CCP itself, because of its one-child 
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policy, which ran from 1979 to 2015, that created an emasculated," 
feminized male population in China, unintended consequences stemming 
forth from the impact of the totalitarian mindset within the political 
structure, as well as the sheer stupidity of the CCP, on the Chinese 
people. 


Let's cut to the chase and start with facts, including statistical facts offered 
by Fox News journalist, Tucker Carlson, that reveal that, in the United 
States, there exists, and has existed since the 1960s, a war on 
manhood/masculinity that has led to deep and serious problems in the 
social fabric of the country. 


In a powerful presentation, Tucker Carlson, of Fox News, moves beyond 
the mere claims of failed Manhood in America and gives us the facts 
about how the war on Manhood is destroying America: 


A look at the numbers reveals one 
statistic that tracks the decline of 
American men almost precisely 
over time: The disappearance of 
fathers from the home. Between 
1960 and 2016 the proportion of 
kids living with both parents 
decreased by almost 20%. The 
percentage of children living with 
only their mothers nearly tripled. In demographic terms, this is 
stunning. Changes in family structure this abrupt and profound 
typically are only seen in war time. And yet, if anything, those 
numbers understate the reality of fatherlessness in America. 


Tucker Carlson 
Courtesy: dailybeast.com 


In the high-income neighborhoods, where journalists and policy 
makers tend to live, not a lot has changed. Most kids there still grow 


11 Original Internet source: https://www.nbcnews.com/news/china/china- 
tackles-masculinity-crisis-tries-stop-effeminate-boys-n703461; Archived file: 
https://ia601408.us.archive.org/26/items/china-tackles-masculinity- 
crisis/China%20Tackles%20Masculinity%20Crisis. pdf 
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up with their fathers and mothers. But in the rest of the country, 
intact families are disappearing. 


PARENTS WITH CHILDREN OUT OF MARRIAGE 


“YOUNG PARENTS W/O COLLEGE DEGREES 


®74% OF MOTHERS 
= 70% OF FATHERS 


Fox! 


Trace the decline of men to disappearance of fathers 
Courtesy YouTube screen shot 


According to a 2014 study by researchers at Johns Hopkins 
University, among younger parents without college degrees, 74% of 
mothers had at least one child outside of marriage. Out-of-wedlock 
births are the rule across the country, not the exception. 


Increasingly, having a father at home is a sign of affluence...Boys 
who grow up with a father at home earn much more as adults. Boys 
who grow up alone with their mothers tend to earn less. They also 
have more disciplinary problems in school. They read less, and less 
well. They're less likely to graduate from high school or go to 
college. They're more likely to be unemployed and to live in poverty. 


They get married less often, and when they do, they divorce more. 
They're more likely to become obese and have asthma. They are far 
more likely to abuse alcohol and drugs, exhibit anti-social behavior, 
and commit acts of violence. As adults, they’re twice as likely to go 
to prison...(Author Note: I'll continue with Carlson’s quote, with exact 
reference, later below) 


On November 21, 2021, 39-year-old Darrell Brooks, a hardcore career 
criminal with an extensive police record involving various forms of crimes, 
including extremely violent ones, purposely rammed his red Ford 

Escape SUV, driving at about 40 miles per hour, through barricades and 
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literally drove into participants of the annual Christmas parade in 
Waukesha, Wisconsin, killing six people including a child'2. 


Here is an excerpt from an article about the 
case that appeared in the New York Post 
which reveals an example that reflects the truth 
of the research that Tucker Carlson presented. 
Any bolded words are my emphasis: 


Brooks was just 11 years old when he was 
diagnosed with bipolar disorder and depression Darrell Brooks 
while growing up in the inner-city of Milwaukee — Gossip.dekhnews.com 
without his father, court records show. 


He was admitted to a mental hospital at 12 and attempted suicide 
numerous times in his early years after losing his grandmother and 
watching his father abuse his mom, papers say. 

“| didn’t have a father growing up, so my mom was stuck raising me 
and my older sister. We were on welfare for most of my childhood,” 
Brooks wrote in a 2007 letter to a judge. 


“My father was an alcoholic who was very abusive to my mom. My 
father’s dad was also an alcoholic,” he wrote. “I grew up in the inner- 
city full of drugs and prostitution.” 


Brooks claimed in the letter that his mother, a Christian woman with 
Southern roots, steered him away from trouble on the streets but 
despite her best efforts, Brooks would go on to follow in his father’s 
footsteps. 


He eventually became an addict, a habitual domestic abuser prone to 
violence and threats — and used a vehicle as a weapon on numerous 
occasions, authorities said. 


Brooks lamented to the judge in his 2007 letter that he knew what it 


was like “to have your own flesh and blood walk out on you” and 


22 Virginia Sorenson, 79; LeAnna Owen, 71; Tamara Durand, 52; Jane Kulich, 52; 
Wilhelm Hospel, 81; and Jackson Sparks, 8. (Yes, eight years old, a child). 
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claimed he just wanted to give his kids what he never had: “a 
father.” 


But by then, Brooks had already abandoned his firstborn son before 
the child was 3 months old. 


“He disappeared,” the kid’s mother told The Post during a recent 
interview. “I've done all of this on my own, raised my child by myself.” 
The woman initiated a paternity case in Waukesha County for failure to 
pay child support that is still ongoing to this day.” 


Darrell Brooks never had a father—a real father. As Carlson revealed, 
this phenomenon duplicates itself all over the United States. The chapter 
in this book entitled Stagger Lee is dedicated to my dad and the powerful 
influence he had on me. In that chapter, | will give some examples of how 
the 1950s culture in the Black community that | lived in back then, a 
working-class community, would have easily prevented what happened in 
Waukesha. Let’s look at another example. 


Unless you've been living under a rock, as the saying goes, you are 
familiar with the case of Kyle Rittenhouse, who, in self-defense, shot three 
men, killing two, on August 25, 2020, and was fully acquitted of all five 
counts against him. He walked away free. True justice was done. If 
you're not familiar with the case, it’s easy to find on The Internet. Please 
search that story out if you’re not familiar with it. 


The men he shot all had criminal histories before they attempted to kill Mr. 
Rittenhouse. The only difference between those three criminals and 
Darrell Brooks was race. Darrell Brooks is Black. The three criminals that 
tried to kill Rittenhouse—Joseph Rosenbaum, Anthony Huber, and Gaige 
Grosskreutz—were White. 


One of them had something very much in common with Darrell Brooks: An 
extensive criminal record, and no dad in his life. Here is an excerpt from 
Heavy.com regarding Rosenbaum. Any bolded words are my emphasis. 


Joseph Rosenbaum 
Courtesy people.com 
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Rosenbaum is controversial because of his past — he was convicted 
of child molestation-related charges... 


Rosenbaum was born in Waco, Texas, to 
unmarried parents and only met his father 
twice... The report says his mother “committed 
forgery” and was “evading law enforcement for 
the next seven years,” so the family moved 
frequently between towns in Texas and Tucson, 
moving three to four times a year and living with 
relatives. 


His stepfather was an alcoholic who physically 
and mentally abused his wife and children and did 
not work, the court records allege... 


He enjoyed the “rush” or “natural high” of getting in trouble, the report 
says. 


He stayed on the streets for several weeks at age 18. His mother and 
grandmother asked him to leave because he would not follow the 
rules. He was in special education classes, had attention deficit 
disorder, and was suspended for truancy. He bit a teacher and 
stabbed a teacher with a pencil. He quit school after marijuana was 
found in his backpack and began to claim the South Palo Verda gang 
but was described as no longer affiliated with it. 


At age 16, he was fired from a fast-food restaurant after two weeks 
because he stole $240. 


When he was 11, he started using marijuana. By 16, he was using 
meth, and heroin, cocaine and LSD. At 16, he quit the substances. 
He got money for drugs by “hustling” and robbing people, the report 
says... 


Rosenbaum was a registered sex offender. At the time of his death, 
he was on the Wisconsin sex offender registry for an Arizona child 
molestation case. 


He faced 11 charges in that case, but they were amended in a plea 
deal, and Rosenbaum was convicted of amended counts. According 
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to online court records, Rosenbaum received 10 years in prison on 
Dec. 12, 2002 for sexual contact of a minor, and then was sentenced 
to 2 years, 6 months for sexual contact of a minor related to the 
same 2002 incident. 


Some of the counts allege anal rape and oral sex with minors, 
masturbating in front of a 15-year-old, distributing naked photos of a 
woman to a minor under age 18, and other similar offenses. In a plea 
deal, he was convicted of sexual conduct with a minor in the second 
degree.® 


Continuing with Tucker Carlson: 


In 2012 and 2016 the Democratic Party platform never mentioned the 
importance of marriage except for advocating for gay marriage. In 
2013, as she was preparing to run for President, Hillary Clinton shot 
a video tribute to single mothers. Quote: “Single moms are the real 
heroines,” she said. “They need even more of the help that 
grandparents, aunts and uncles, and good friends can provide.” The 
one group that Hillary didn’t mention? Biological fathers... 


Studies show that married fathers are by far [emphasis by Carlson] 
most involved in their children’s lives...At least for boys, the presence 
of a biological father in the house makes all the difference... 


Now, these numbers aren't the result of one study but of 
numerous large studies done over generations. The results 
hold true across geography and ethnic groups: White and 
Black, urban and rural, they’re always true. Boys without 
their fathers are at terrible risk [author emphasis]. There’s 
not much serious academic debate about that, if any.9 


| encourage the reader to view Carlson’s short, but powerful, 6-minute 
video presentation. See endnote for the links to Carlson’s video. 


It is probably an accurate guess to suggest that the 2020 riots that 
occurred in the country were inspired not so much by the death of George 
Floyd, but, rather, by dysfunctional fatherless young men of Antifa and 
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BLM, as well as other such young men. It would be interesting to see the 
results of any studies on that issue. 


You will note that Carlson opened his presentation using the year 1960 as 
a reference point for analyzing the impact of the unravelling of the 
traditional American two-parent family unit over time. You will note that, in 
both the first and this second edition of Uncle Tom’s Uncle, | speak of the 
need to return to values that | experienced pre-1960s. 


Michael Voris, himself a former homosexual and a seasoned journalist 
and reporter for the YouTube channel, Church Militant, says: 


The prevailing problem in 
America today, as well as the 
Church—the root cause is failed 
Manhood. The tentacles of this 
problem have reached into every 
aspect of life, economic, 
psychological, emotional, 
spiritual—no area of the human 
experience has been left 
undevastated by it... 


Michael Voris 
commonwealthmagazine.org 


In the area of urban gangs, and the attendant violence and killings, 
Manhood is understood as the assertion of power and violence over 
the weaker. That’s a misuse and abuse of the physical power of 
Manhood. Unlike what the Marxist narrative has been drumming into 
people’s minds for decades, there is a difference between males and 
females... 


Switching over to the opposite end of the failed Manhood spectrum, 
the limp-wristed, highly feminized presentation of Manhood portrayed 
in the gay movement is another glaring example. On that end of 
things, authentic Manhood is portrayed as something to be opposed 
and mocked, part of the reason behind so much embracing of the 
feminine by males who openly embrace their homosexuality... 


Authentic manhood is centered on the safety and protection of the 
weak, the defenseless, the innocent. And safety is the key...To be 
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safe means to be loved, understood, protected, enveloped [and] out 
of reach of all harm...Manhood is about sacrificing, to provide that 
safety.” 


A most fascinating perspective on the importance of masculinity, as well 
as the destructive and decades-long attack on men by feminists, comes 
from a feminist lesbian, Camille Paglia, now 74, who was one of the 
prominent feminist leaders influenced by first wave (1848-1920) and 
second wave (1960s-1970s) feminism: 


| finally felt at home in the, um, 
with the, with the kind of 
gender-bending fad that came 
out of London, swinging ‘60s, 
you know, London—mod 
London. And there was 
tremendous energy that came 


t from London... 
_ 


Finally, | felt | was coming into 
Camille Paglia my own, at that period, in the 
Courtesy sott.net 1960s. So then, so when 
feminism was reborn with 
Betty Friedan in the late 1960s, um, you know, | thought this was 
supposed to be about the liberation of women. 


Instead, | really hit a wall of the closed minds that kind of—the new 
fanatics of second-wave feminism. I'd already signaled my revolt by 
my passion for Amelia Earhart when | was in high school in the early 
1960s. Through Amelia Earhart...1 learned about that wonderful 
period following women gaining the right to vote in both Britain and 
the United States... 


There were so many women who were achieving and who had 
attained tremendous celebrity in the 1920s/1930s. That, to me, is my 
favorite period in feminism. Because these women admired [heavy 
emphasis by Paglia] what men had done. There was no male 
bashing [Paglia emphasis] as became systemic, okay, to second 
wave feminism, okay. 
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It's an absolute poison that has spread worldwide—a feminism based 
on denigrating men, trivializing what men have done; defining men as 
oppressors and tyrants through history, okay. It is absolute lie 
[Paglia emphasis]...Men throughout history have given their lives 
and their labor for the support of women and children.” 


The Honorable Judge Joe Brown says: 


Manhood is the cement that holds society 
together. We need Womanhood. It’s very 
hard to be aman. You have to be trained 
from infancy, because it is a difficult, 
dangerous thing. ‘Women and children in 
the lifeboat first!’ Men have died, suffered, 
been mutilated, gone through all sorts of 
hardship to support the women and 
children in their lives and those around 
them. 


Judge Joe Brown 
Courtesy tmz.com 


That some men are bad is no excuse to destroy masculinity under 
the false label of toxic masculinity. Masculinity is the cement that 
establishes principle, duty, honor, obligation, responsibility, 
accountability, forthrightness, bravery and courage. Protecting 
Womanhood and promoting Manhood: That should be an aim for all 
of us.12 


For myself, it certainly was not necessary for me to invoke the names of 
Carlson, Voris, Paglia and Brown. I’ve lived for seven decades and have 
witnessed, firsthand, the transition in our country from a less stable to a 
more destructive culture, one root cause of instability and destructiveness 
being the war on Manhood/Masculinity. Note that Carlson states that 


Changes in family structure this abrupt and profound typically are 
only seen in war time (author emphasis). 


Thus, it is not hyperbole to state that one factor that has heavily 
contributed to the unravelling of the social fabric of our country is directly 
due, in part, to the war being waged on Manhood/Masculinity. In our 
“enlightened” (sarcasm intended) society, despite hard statistics that 
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reveal that the absence of strong fathers in the home is contributing to the 
ruin of our country, the country continues to appear to celebrate this clear 
sign of its own deterioration. Astonishing! 


| end this section with a couple of personal stories that reveal the truth 
about manhood/masculinity as instinct, not as a “social construct” and not 
as something “toxic.” Real experience beats theories any day. 


Sparks on train tracks can occur for several reasons, such as a buildup of 
ice'’. Decades ago, | was riding the ‘L’ (elevated) train in Chicago, on my 
way from the south side, north to the downtown area to the offices of one 
of my clients, Lawrence W. Korrub & Associates Law Firm (You'll read 
something later in the chapter, Stagger Lee, about myself and that firm). 
The train got to the Indiana Street stop. It was a cold, wintery day. 


After it stopped and picked up passengers there, it pulled off to continue 
the trip. The train was facing west, so it would have to turn right to 
continue travelling north. Since the upcoming turn was close to the 
station, the train pulled off slowly, and continued slowly as it turned to go 
north. Suddenly, a spark, like the one you'll see in the video mentioned in 
the footnote, lit up everything outside of the train car. You could see 
nothing but blinding bright light. Here is a screen shot: 


Screen shot of inside of train car 
Courtesy mirror.co.uk 


13 Watch the large explosion of blinding-bright light that occurred at 7, 18, and 
27 seconds of this video: https://www. mirror.co.uk/news/uk-news/train- 
evacuated-after-ice-tracks-13897962 
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Notice the bright, blinding light that can be seen through the windows of 
the exit doors. That light was accompanied by the sound of explosion. 
Prior to that occurrence, a number of women had been bad-mouthing 
men, unfortunately a cultural habit, let’s just put it that way, with its own 
style amongst some women of some communities of the south side of 
Chicago: “Girl, you know how these men are.....Girl, a nigguh*4 ain't 
sh*t!.....Girl, I’m just tired of these men!!”.....Girl, | don’t need no man for 
anything!” and on and on, as the men on the train sat there, quietly, as 
usual, letting it all go in one ear and out of the other. 


But the moment that huge spark appeared, accompanied by a very loud 
explosion that sounded like dynamite had been detonated, every single 
man on that train car, including myself, instantly, without thought, 
stood up, instinctively, as if we were preparing for a fight. And guess 
what every single woman on that train did? Scream. They screamed 
and their faces portrayed intense fear. Some of them were wide-eyed, 
with their hands covering their mouths, biting fingernails. 


i 


Fearful women 
Courtesy image.freepik.com 


This is natural, not a swipe at women, though I’m sure that some will take 
it as a swipe. This is why experience—not philosophy; not theories—tells 


14 Within the context of a certain sub-cultural sector of Chicago [Sorry, I’m just 
telling it like it is], the word “nigguh” was synonymous with the word “male.” 
And when the words, “a nigguh ain’t sh*t” were spoken by a woman, it meant 
that, ina woman’s sight, a man is worthless. 
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the true story, the true definition of things. You can argue about “toxic 
masculinity,” or “gender equality,” the “condescending” nature of 
“mansplaining” (even when no condescension necessarily exists), or any 
other such subject. But when a response fueled by a reaction based on 
human instinct occurs (before schemers get a chance to get hold of it and 
use the tools of linguistic propaganda to re-write the experience based on 
empty postulation), then the case is closed. The truth shines brightly in 
the event itself, as brightly as the sparks from those train tracks. 


On that train, there was no one there to offer some mind-twisting 
philosophical or “theoretical” response to a moment of fright for the 
women, and a moment of action to protect for the men. It was instinct. 
And in America, the natural quality of a male to protect; to fight; to stand 
up, as all of us men did on that train car, is being ridiculed and has been 
ridiculed and demeaned from the 1960s to this very day. 


| can’t tell you how many men have complained to me about the depiction 
of men, in TV commercials, as standing there clueless, skinny, and 
projecting weakness, while the woman is standing there in charge. It’s 
noticed, but men have kept quiet for fear of being tagged a toxic-male, 
anti-female misogynist Neanderthal pig". 


Instinct, intuition, common sense, natural feelings, for the last 60 years, 
have been attacked by a phenomenon that | call the intellectualization of 
ignorance.'® This phenomenon is one of the tools that has been used in 
the 60-year attack on manhood/masculinity. 


45 | was once called exactly that when | stepped back and waved my forearm 
forward to let a female L-train buddy I’d made enter the train car first. When 
we sat down, she gave me a 12-mile, angry, feminist lecture, from Howard 
Street (the end of the line) to Jackson Street in the downtown Chicago subway. 
16 The methodology of redefining language, and then using that redefinition to 
support linguistic propaganda campaigns designed to cast ignorance as 
intelligence. Example: “gender fluidity.” Chromosomes ain’t fluid. 
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Next experience: In the field of machine Shorthand Stenography (Court 
Reporting), only 7% of the people who begin their studies reach 180 wpm. 
The goal is to build your speed on the stenograph machine up to 225 
wpm, and then you can take the state board examination, hopefully pass 
it, and begin your lucrative career as a Court Reporter. 


Aside from “taking down The Record” in court proceedings, Shorthand 
Stenographers are also qualified to record legal depositions, provide 
closed or open captioning for television,"” record lectures at conventions 
as well as anything that requires instant and accurate recording of 
dictation. 


It's a very risky field to enter, since 93% of those that begin studies drop 
out, because of inability to reach 225 wom, after having spent lots of 
money on tuition. In the field of machine Shorthand Stenography, there is 
a saying: “Life begins at 225.” 


| was amongst that 7% that passed the 180 wpm speed and went on and 
passed into the 225 wom speed class. But it was pure hell! One time, | 
felt | wasn’t going to make it. | visited an Internet forum for professional 
Reporters. | explained how the women that sat next to me could perform 
the same drills that | could, while chatting and gossiping, while / sat there 
banging on the damned steno machine, struggling to get that next speed. 
How were women able to do that?! 


One Reporter responded: “You are not a woman. |’ve been a Reporter for 
30 years. | know what's going on. You are male—a man. You have to 
approach this thing differently than a woman does. You have to attack 
that machine, just as you're doing. You have to use male energy. The 
proof that | am right is the very fact that you’ve made it this far and did it 


17 Closed captioning: Reporter (stenographer) “takes down” dictation from a 
recording. Open captioning: Reporter takes down live dictation, either from 
inside a TV studio, for instance, or remotely from the comfort of his or her 
home. 


Uncle Tom’s Uncle 31 


your way. Stop watching those women’s fingers. Just do your male thing 
and you will get your speeds.” It turned out to be correct advice. 


| then went and purchased the number one 
exercise machine at that time, the original 
HealthRider machine. | started building up 
my power on the HealthRider until | could 
pump that sucker for 2 hours and 16 
minutes non-stop. 


That's how long the 1982 movie, The 
Scarlet Pimpernel, lasted, and | would watch that movie while pumping 
five days a week, after practicing on my steno machine. The Scarlet 
Pimpernel was a man’s man—strong; daring; fearless. So, I’m on that 
machine and I’m getting “juiced,” as my son would call it, by watching a 
very macho movie. It worked. | busted 180 wpm, 200 wpm, and passed 
into 225 wpm. Here’s a concrete example of manhood/masculinity: 


Canadian Truckers’ Freedom Convoy clogs Ambassador Bridge 


1.5-mile long Ambassador Bridge clogged end to end 
from end to end Courtesy purkiss8Q 


Courtesy purkiss8Q at BitChute 
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Threat No. 3—National disunity 


On October 28", 2021, Michelle Hackman, Aruna Viswanatha and 
Sadie Gurman reported, in The Wall Street Journal, that: 


The Biden administration is in talks to offer immigrant families that 
were separated during the Trump administration around $450,000 a 
person in compensation, according to people familiar with the matter, 
as several agencies work to resolve lawsuits filed on behalf of 
parents and children who say the government subjected them 

to lasting psychological trauma. 1 


The outrage expressed by Black PRAs was swift, predictable, and virtually 
palpable. On that same day, October 28", Dr. Boyce Watkins, a popular 


Black social media content producer, streaming from The All-Black 
National Convention, stated, in a YouTube video entitled, “Joe Biden 


offers $450,000 to illegal families, won't pay Reparations to Black people,” 


the following: 


Let me just tell you: | think Joe Biden has issued his greatest insult to 
Black people yet. Uh, this is... can’t think of anything Biden has 
done that is more disrespectful to Black people. And believe me, he’s 
been very disrespectful. There have been many examples where 
Biden has engaged in the Democratic Party policy of benign 
neglect... 


... That, literally, the Biden administration—tell me, give me a yes or 
no if ya'll saw this story. The Biden administration has been talking 
about literally paying $450,000 to illegal immigrant families [emphasis 
by Dr. Watkins], where the child was separated from the parent at the 
border...You can’t make this sh*t up! You can’t make this up...! 


...I'm tired of people putting Black people at the bottom of the pile. 
I'm tired of the insult. Tired, I’m just sick of it... You can’t even get 
Kamala Harris to even say the word ‘Reparations!’ They won't even 
say the word!! Barack Obama was in office for eight years and 
wouldn’t even say the word!...% 
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“And believe me, he’s been very disrespectful,” Dr. Watkins said. There’s 
a much more direct form of disrespect shown by Biden to Black people 
than his proposal to pay $450,000 to illegal immigrant families. On 
October 11%, 2021, Jim McCool, of The Floridian, reported the following: 


Although Congressional Democrats have shown their ability to spend 
trillions of dollars less than a year into the Biden era, the new high 
spending bills show Historically Black Colleges and Universities 
(HBCU) funding cut significantly. President Joe Biden’s (D) spending 
plan may cost HBCU’s over $40 billion in funding. (author emphasis). 


Contrary to the rhetoric surrounding the 2020 election cycle, 
President Biden may not be giving back to the African Americans that 
he claimed to be their clear choice for President. Famously, 

former President Donald Trump (R) is even credited 

with saving Historically Black Colleges as a whole, signing a 
bipartisan bill that ensures HBCUs are guaranteed $250 million 
annually. Biden’s plan is now cutting close to that number, lowering 
his original funding projections of $45 billion to a mere $2 billion, in 
comparison. 


The $2 billion is more accurately set to $1.45 billion, which will not be 
paid in full. The legislation plans to distribute the money from 2022- 
26. Now, US Rep. Byron Donalds (R-FL), a graduate of Florida A&M 
University, called out “you ain’t black” Biden on Twitter for hypocrisy 
over the issue. Donalds comments reference an old remark then- 
candidate Biden made when he implied African Americans voting for 
Trump were not really black. While this may look bad for the Biden 
Administration, Vice President Kamala Harris (D) was the first to 
ensure $25 million for her alma mater, Howard University early into 
her term.5 


In my humble, or not so humble, opinion, Black folks can’t afford to sit 
around “demanding” Reparations. While Dr. Watkins strived to achieve 
his academic goals, | doubt that his focus was on Reparations for Black 
folks. He worked hard and used SHVs to achieve success in his life. He 
once stated that, while in college, he avoided the regular college “party” 
set, because he had set a goal for himself: By the age of 40, he would be 
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a millionaire. We should stop wasting time and place the bulk of our 
attention on Preparations rather than Reparations. 


Let this be fully understood: Dr. Boyce Watkins is not someone who's 
sitting on his backside waiting for Reparations from the United States 
government. He is immensely credentialed, a lover of Black people, a 
work-a-holic, a successful multi-millionaire practicing businessman, and a 
shining role model for Black youth. Regarding his educational 
attainments, his very life proves the theme of Uncle Tom’s Uncle (both 
editions), which is that we must use SHVs to build our own “Reparations”: 


In college, Dr. Watkins earned BA and BS degrees with a triple major 
in Finance, Economics, and Business Management. He was also 
selected by the Wall Street Journal as the Outstanding Graduating 
Senior in Finance. He then earned a Master’s Degree in 
Mathematical Statistics and a PhD from the Ohio State University. 
During his year of graduation, he was the only African American in 
the country to earn a PhD in Finance.18 


Regarding his international standing: 


Dr. Watkins’ research at Syracuse University is world renown and 
has been cited by a slew of national print media, including USA 
Today, Forbes Magazine, Essence Magazine, and The Wall Street 
Journal. His research presence is global, with visiting scholar 
positions at the highly prestigious Shanghai University of Finance 
and Economics in China, The Center for European Economic 
Research in Germany, and Carnegie Mellon University. 19 


Dr. Watkins didn’t achieve his success by “demanding” Reparations. | 
respect Dr. Watkins immensely and would have considered it an insult to 
him had | not mentioned him in both the first edition, as well as this 
second edition of Uncle Tom’s Uncle. It just happens that | disagree with 


18 See: https://aeispeakers.com/speakers/dr-boyce-watkins/ 
19 See: https://aeispeakers.com/speakers/dr-boyce-watkins/ 
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him on the issue of Black people wasting time, as | see it, “demanding” 
that the U.S. government extend Reparations to Black folks. 


And Biden’s insult, as Dr. Watkins perceived it, highlighted exactly why | 
wish Black people would do what Dr. Watkins, Lieutenant Governor 
Winsome Sears, Dr. Thomas Sowell, Candace Owens, Dr. Claud 
Anderson, Jennifer Carroll, Judge Joe Brown, Larry Elder, Robert 
Woodson, and other Black folks, particularly of my generation, did: use 
those SHVs taught to us by our parents, our relatives, and our respective 
Black communities, to build our own “Reparations.” Such values 
produced, on the south side of Chicago alone (now, unfortunately, called a 
“war zone,” due to extreme violence there) the following: 


e Two hospitals, Black-owned and operated (Provident Hospital and Ida Mae 
Scott Hospital) 

Doctors’ offices, Black-owned and operated 

Dental offices, Black-owned and operated 

A bank, Black-owned and operated (my mom banked at it) 

An insurance company, Black-owned and operated 

Two mini-supermarkets, Black-owned and operated 

TV repair shops, Black-owned and operated 

Two cab companies, Black-owned and operated (The cabs were called 
“Jitneys”) 

Live poultry shops, Black-owned and operated 

Stable, two-parent Black families 

Rare divorce 

An off-the-charts, tough-love, no-excuses ethic. [“Boy, get yo behind in there 
and practice that piano, before | knock you into next week!!!” 


BUT WAIT, DR. WATKINS! Biden ain't finished insulting Black folks, as 
you would perhaps rightly see it. | assume that you might consider the 
following to be a WHOPPER of an insult, way, way, way bigger than the 
money he wants to give to immigrants and the money he wants to take 
away from HBUC’s: 
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2/26/22: Biden approves $350 million for Ukraine. 

3/11/22: Biden's $13.6 billion request for aid to Ukraine was approved. 
3/16/22: Biden announces $800 million in aid for Ukraine. 

3/30/22: Biden announces Ukraine to receive $500 million in aid from U.S. 
4/12/22: Biden to announce $750 million more aid for Ukraine 

4/21/22: Biden asked for $800,000,000 in new arms supplies to Ukraine 
5/06/22: Biden announces new $150 million package for Ukraine 

5/10/22: Biden’s $40 billion requested for Ukraine approved by House. 
5/19/22: Biden authorizes $100 million more for Ukraine 


And probably more aid to Ukraine, and, as we used to say in the hood, to 
eebody and dey mamma—except to Black folks. The sum of the above is 
nowhere near the $12 trillion demanded by PRAs. Yet Congress won't 
even give that for Reparations. | suppose that PRAs would respond, 
“That's why we have to fight harder!” Again, this is America: So far, you 
can do whatever you wish, although, as you saw in Threat No. 1, that 
right, in terms of freedom of speech, appears to be fast closing down for 
Americans, unless we, as a people, re-grow some balls and fight back. 


| think that Black folks need to do what Dr. Watkins did: Apply SHVs, and 
chart out your own individual plan for success, and work with other Black 
folks to do the same—to build institutions. In that regard, later in this book 
you will read what | and others did, when we were in our 20s, to build 
institutions—three of them. In terms of the average life expectance in the 
United States (78.8 years), we were mere “babies.” Yet, we built three 
substantial institutions, which, again, you'll read about later. And we didn’t 
ask the government for sh*t, not even for that which PRAs say is owed to 
us. 


But I'll stress again: PRAs have a right to “demand” Reparations from the 
United States government. That is one component of what they believe to 
be an extremely important one in the quest for justice to Black Americans 
for the crimes of slavery, Jim Crow, discrimination, marginalization, 
racism, segregation, red-lining and all other forms of maltreatment of 
blacks, which, in the average PRAs Reparations calculations, are not 
confined only to the slavery of Black folks. 
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Moving on, | believe that any external factors, such as de-industrialization, 
that are cited as principal reasons for Black unemployment and 
dysfunctionality are not principal. The principal reason was a loss of, or 
non-application of SHVs. The bullet-point accomplishments listed above, 
on a previous page, that were made on the south side of Chicago alone, 
all took place during segregation. Similar accomplishments took place in 
other areas of the country, such as Philadelphia.2 


Other areas that threaten national unity are the Liberty/Wokianity,2" or 
Liberty/Anti-Liberty divide; the vaccinated/unvaccinated divide, sadly, with 
families and friends being torn apart (as I’ve witnessed) by passionate 
fights between the vaccinated and unvaccinated, each side defining the 
other as “irresponsible”; the ongoing culture wars imposed on American 
society by the adherents of Wokianity; the fiction that the United States is 
a “white supremacist country,” a fiction especially championed by the 
Democratic Party, and its partners-in-crime, MSM22 and Big Tech, at 
election time, to obtain Black votes for Democratic candidates for political 
office, as was explained by Candace Owens: 


20 For an excellent perspective of a slice of 1950s Black America, view the 
following video of an interview of Robert Woodson by David Hoffman. 
Woodson is founder and president of the Woodson Center, which supports 
neighborhood-based initiatives to revitalize low-income communities: 
Original Internet source: 

https://www.youtube.com/watch ?v=PHTJSMJqC04&t=0s; 

Archived file: https://ia902506.us.archive.org/7/items/woodson-on- 
1950s/Woodson%200n%201950s.pdf 


21 The political designations of “left” and “right” have been fluid over the 
centuries, since the French Revolution. In my view, a principal division in the 
U.S., today, is the Liberty/Wokianity divide, which can also be called the 
Liberty/Anti-Liberty divide, either one replacing the right/left designation. 

22 Mainstream media, also called the Legacy (old) media 
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Despite the media’s obsessive coverage of it23, it represents an 
isolated, uncoordinated, and fringe occurrence within America. It’s a 
fringe occurrence that is being used, in my opinion, by Democrats, to 
scare Americans into giving up their votes to a party that can no 
longer win based on simple ideas. ..24 


At a time when various forces are combining to threaten the country, the 
primary focus of our attention should be placed on the cohesion and 
protection of our country from internal and external enemies. We all live 
here. 


Incidentally, my equating Wokianity with Anti-Liberty is correct. Wokianity 
promotes political correctness, cancel culture, censorship (all of its forms), 
intimidation (doxing, for instance). And those things are direct attacks on 
liberty. 


This section was about the threat to the country coming from disunity. In 
my mind, the issue of Reparations for Black people has been hijacked, by 
the Democratic Party, and not because, suddenly, the Democratic Party 
loves Black folks. The Democratic Party's pretense of desiring 
Reparations for Black folks surrounds only its desire to grab and maintain 
political power. 


So when election time comes, it holds out the “promise” to Black people, 
through its Black Democratic Party politicians and other lackies, of 
Reparations, and does so only to get Black votes. Once they get Black 
votes, the word “Reparations” is never heard coming from their lying 
mouths until the next election. What the Democratic Party “succeeds” in 
doing in highlighting Reparations is not designed to repair Black folks. It’s 
designed, again, to get votes. And the only thing it succeeds in doing is 
dividing the country on yet another issue: Reparations. 


23 “white supremacy” 
24 Candace Owens, speaking at the House Oversight Joint Subcommittee 
Hearing on Confronting White Supremacy, September 20, 2019 
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Threat No. 4—Are Western leaders incompetent, hubristic, reckless, irrational, 
dangerously utopian globalist ideologues? 


The reader may be familiar with the time- 
honored persona of two figures, each 
representing the consummate “expert”: 
The barber and the cab driver. Saturday 
morning at the barber shop, or a ride ina 
cab, will sometimes introduce you to 
such experts. An episode of the former ough 
sci-fi TV series, Startrek the Next Mr. Mott 
Generation, includes a funny scene25 Courtesy trektapestry.com 
where the star ship’s barber, Mr. Mott, is 

schooling Jean-Luc Picard, the Captain of the starship USS Enterprise, on 
how he would have more correctly handled a certain matter Pickard had 
handled had Mott been Captain. 


Although no one should sell themselves short, personally | choose not to 
be a Mr. Mott, using my “expertise” to draw what appear to me to be 
obvious conclusions about Western leaders (More on that topic soon). 

l’ve never been a Western “leader.” I’ve never attended Harvard, Yale, 
Princeton, Oxford, Sorbonne, Bonn, or any of the schools attended by the 
class of people that have come to be known as “the elites,” some of whom 
go on to become government leaders. 


| cannot claim that the positions I’ve had in life (elephant-sh*t shoveler at 
Ringling Brothers Barnum and Baily Circus, speed typist, expert word 
processor, competent engineering student and tutor, self-taught Database 
Manager, taxi-cab driver, cement finisher, author, self-taught publisher, 
laborer, hustler) have given me any particular expertise in evaluating 
leaders, except, perhaps, | had to learn how to lead myself. 


25 See https://www.youtube.com/watch ?v=gkEjneOdujc 
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Yet, during my life, despite my lack of expertise, | have often found myself 
frowning in bewilderment when “leaders” have done what appeared to me 
to be obvious dumb sh*t. This bewilderment has surfaced again with 
respect to Western “leaders” who have responded to the conflict between 
Russia and Ukraine, one such response being the implementation of 
severe economic sanctions against Russia—sanctions that have clearly 
backfired, leaving Russia strengthened, and the West weakened. 


Again, for emphasis: I’m no geo-political expert, nor am | Mr. Mott. Yet, as 
I’ve watched (daily) reporting on the conflict, certain words or phrases 
popped into my head concerning Western leaders: 


hubris (obvious) 

irrationality 

incompetence (with a question mark, since I’m no expert) 
“Are you kidding me??!!” 

dangerous 

“Get real!!” 


So, | decided to attempt to dig as deeply as | could into the subject of the 
Russia/Ukraine conflict by acquiring as much information as possible, both 
textual and video, and from as many different sources as possible, to see 
if my borderline Mr. Mott suspicions were correct or close to being correct. 
And after digesting information from various experts, such as Col. Doug 
MacGregor, Alexander Mercouris, Alex Chistophorus, Mark Sleboda, 
Robert Barnes, Gonzalo Lira, Scott Ritter, Tom Luongo, and others, | 
assembled a list of words, drawn from a number of those experts, that 
were used by them to describe their opinions of Western leaders—words 
that mirrored some of the words that | mentioned above that had come to 
my mind as a lowly non-expert, apprentice Mr. Mott. 


Well, it appears that | have completed my apprenticeship and I’m now at 
least a full-fledged, “expert” Mr. Mott analyst. My Mr. Mott analysis 
appears to have turned out 100% correct. Check it out: 
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My words Experts’ words 
hubris hubris 
reckless reckless 
incompetence (???) incompetence(!!) 

dangerous dangerous 

irrational irrational 

“Are you kidding me??!” utopian 
“Get reall!” ideologues 

“Is this really our business?” globalist 


As you can see from the table, as | studied the analysis of the 
Russia/Ukraine conflict that was offered by a good number of experts, | 
began to discover that the conclusions I’d drawn concerning our leaders, 
in my status as a new Mr. Mott analyst, mirrored the conclusions drawn by 
real experts—not Mr. Mott experts and not people, like me, who were 
depending on our own logic, common sense, instinct, intuition, or 
hunches. 


| then decided to try to use the experts’ observations of Western leaders 
to define those leaders according to the assessment offered by the 
various experts I’d encountered. And | came up with this description: 
Western leaders are (or appear to be) incompetent, hubristic, reckless, 
irrational, dangerously utopian globalist ideologues. Again, please keep in 
mind that either one or a combination of those words were used by real 
experts to describe Western leaders with reference to their handling 
(mishandling) of the Russia/Ukraine conflict. All| did was put those words 
together. 


One of those descriptive words, offered by a number of the experts that | 
listed above, that really bothered me was the word “incompetent.” | 
thought, “How could people in such high positions be incompetent?” 


Well, how could it be proven, in real terms, and for all to see, that Western 
leaders were incompetent? The next thing that happened is that virtually 
all of the predictions made by Western political leaders who said that, due 
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to heavy sanctions from the collective West, led by the United States, the 
Russian economic system would totally fold, the citizens of Russia would 
rebel, and Vladimir Putin, Russia’s President, and his government, would 
be pulled totally down, were predictions that totally failed to occur, and the 
sanctions regime imposed on Russia actually backfired, putting Western 
governments, especially Western European governments, in economic 
peril. If Western leaders were so certain of the outcome of Western 
sanctions against Russia; if Western leaders were competent, how on 
earth could they have screwed up so badly? 


For instance, rather than the Russian currency “crashing,” as Western 
leaders confidently predicted, this is what really occurred: 


1.) the Ruble became the best performing currency in the world in 
March 2022, and as of this writing, April 7, 2022, the Ruble 
continues to perform well. Indeed, relative to the Euro and the 
Dollar, the Ruble is stronger than it was before the war?é in 
Ukraine began and since sanctions were imposed by the West. 


2.) Industrial production in Russia rose by 4.5% in March 2022 


3.) Food and fuel costs have remained relatively stable, as Russia is 
self-sustaining in food and energy. 


4.) Russia’s inflation numbers will be only marginally higher, this 
year, than those of several countries in the West. 


5.) Russian figures show an annualized inflation rate of 14.7%, not 
far out of line, it's said, with global inflation trends. 


26 Russia defines its entry into Ukraine as a “Special Military Operation.” When 
examining the immense devastation Russia has caused against Ukrainian 
military forces, Ukrainian weapons factories, Ukrainian power stations, 
Ukrainian railroads, Ukrainian bridges, etc., one wonders what would happen if 
Russia declared a formal war against Ukraine. 


6.) 


~~“ 
a 
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The approval rating of President Vladimir Putin, by Russian 
citizens, stands at 83% as of April 7", 2022, a sharp rise from 
three months earlier, January 2022, when his approval rating 
stood at 69%. So, even after Russia began what it calls its 
“special military operation” against Ukraine, Vladimir Putin’s 
approval rating rose by 14 percentage points. 


And what's fascinating is that the Russian polling company that 
conducted the poll, The Levada Center, is an anti-Putin, pro- 
Western, Russian polling company. In sharp contrast, 
Rasmussen, a Western polling company, poled President Joe 
Biden at 43% approval rating as of April 7, 2022, 40 percentage 
points lower that Vladimir Putin’s. 


The government of President Vladimir Putin did not fall. In fact, 
that government has strengthened dramatically, with nations like 
China, India, and some Middle Eastern countries openly 
strengthening their political and economic ties with Russia. The 
next page presents two screen shot examples, taken from Alex 
Christophoru’s YouTube channel, that make the point. 


Keep in mind that a number of Western leaders have repeatedly 
travelled to India to attempt to persuade India to join Western 
sanctions against Russia. Indian government leaders have 
repeatedly refused the requests of those Western leaders. 


How could Western leaders have not anticipated that India would 
choose not to join in with sanctions against Russia? Aren't 
Western leaders competent? Don't they have economic, geo- 
political experts that help them to make decisions that make 
sense? | had thought that, in addition to their own abilities, they 
had experts at think thanks, universities, foundations, councils 
(e.g., Council of Economic Advisors, an agency within the 
Executive Office of the President) to consult. What happened? 
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Graham wants Putin regime change, more NATO, 'No off-ramp. Congress... @ @ 


India strives to cash in on cheap Russian 
crude — media 


Maintenance work at the world's biggest oil refining complex has been postponed to 
process more discounted crude from Russia 


Pm Pl @ 19:52/36:29 


India purchases Russian Crude Oil 
Courtesy YouTube Screenshot 


Graham wants Putin regime change, more NATO, 'No off-ramp.’ Congress... @ 


Mutual trade between Russia and China 
amounted to nearly $51.09 billion (343.87 billion 
yuan) in the first four months of the current year, 
marking growth of 25.9% compared to the same 
period one year ago, according to the latest data 
released by China’s customs office. 


> Ppl @ 26:08/ 36:29 


Trade between Russia and China increases by 25.9% 
Courtesy YouTube Screenshot 
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8.) Mixed messages are coming out of Germany, one being that 
Germany will abide by sanctions and not purchase oil from 
Russia, the other being that Germany will not abide by sanctions 
and will continue to purchase oil from Russia. From The Wall 
Street Journal: 


Germany will continue to buy natural gas, oil and 
coal from Russia despite Vladimir Putin’s 
aggression against Ukraine, the government in 
Berlin said Monday. 


Germany and Europe are too dependent on 
Russian energy imports for power, heating and 
industrial production to be able to cut trade links 
with Moscow in the short term, Chancellor Olaf 
Scholz said in a statement. 


“Europe's supply of energy for heating, for 
mobility, for electricity generation and for the 
industry can’t be secured otherwise at the 
moment,” Mr. Scholz said. Russian energy, he 
added, was essential for the daily lives of 
citizens. 


As of this writing, May 10", 2022, the European Union 
has decreed that European nations must not import gas 
from Russia. But there is confusion, because several 
European nations are complaining that they need 
Russian gas and oil, as there is currently no economically 
feasible alternative. 


(<o} 
—— 


The Prime Minister of Poland, Mateusz Morawiecki, concluded, in 
early April 2022 (Bolded and italicized emphasis is author's): 


“| must say this very clearly: the sanctions we 
have imposed so far don’t work. The best 
evidence is the Ruble exchange rate," 


46 So what’s really happening? 


Morawiecki said on Saturday. “The Ruble 
exchange Rate, this litmus test, has returned to 
the level it was before the Russian aggression 
against Ukraine. What does it mean? It means 
that all economic, financial, budgetary, and 
monetary measures have not worked as some 
leaders wished. It needs to be said very loudly,” 
he added, speaking at the Center for Ukrainian 
refuges in Otwock, near Warsaw. 17 


So we, the common people, now have to suffer heavy economic misery, 
because we do not live in countries that are isolated from each other 
economically. When prices of a commonly used commodity go up, the 
impact will be felt by countries all over the planet. What's interesting is 
that Russia is a country that is self sufficient in agriculture, minerals, oil, 
gas, etc. 


But our “leaders” apparently were not aware of that. And their attempts to 
destroy Russia economically have failed miserably and backfired against 
uS, as energy prices in the West are beginning to skyrocket. If you drive a 
car, you've seen the dramatic rise in prices for gasoline. We don't live in 
isolation. The sanctions against Russia have hurt the rest of us, while the 
Russian economy has survived and stabilized, contrary to what we've 
been told would occur. What happened? Incompetence? 


Before attempting to answer that question, let’s look at the latest 
development, as of the time of this writing, May 17%, 2022. Two months 
ago, on March 31!, 2022, Russian President Vladimir Putin announced 
that all EU purchases of Russian gas must be made in rubles starting the 
next day, April 1st 2022, a demand immediately rejected by French and 
German officials who said they were preparing for a possible halt in 
Russian supplies. Germany's economy minister said that Europe will not 
be "blackmailed" by Putin. The leadership of the European Union also 
rejected Putin’s demand. 
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The mechanics of what's now called Russia’s “gas for rubles” plan was 
the following. All payments would be handled by Russia's Gazprombank, 
which is a subsidiary of the Russian state energy giant Gazprom. Buyers 
would transfer payments into a Gazprombank account in a foreign 
currency, which the bank will then convert into rubles and transfer into the 
buyer's ruble account. 


Well, despite two months of open bluster by the EU that it would not be 
“blackmailed” and would “never” accede to Russia’s gas-for-Rubles 
demand, as of yesterday, May 16", the EU has capitulated and has 
accepted Russia’s gas-for-Rubles demand. From Yahoo! News: 


The European Union (EV) is drafting a plan to comply with Russian 
President Vladimir Putin's demands to pay for the country's gas in 
rubles without violating sanctions, sources told Bloomberg. 


Sources in attendance at a closed European Commission meeting on 
Friday said new guidance would allow importers of gas to open a 
Russian state-owned Gazprombank account and pay in euros or 
dollars, which would then be converted to rubles by the bank. 


According to Bloomberg, the sources said companies should make 
"a Clear statement that they consider their obligations fulfilled once 
they pay in euros or dollars, in line with existing contracts."78 


And the EU attempts to save face for having accepted Russia’s demand 
despite having said, for months, that it would never do so, by stipulating 
that, as long as oil purchases are accompanied by a written statement 
from the EU purchaser that declares that the transaction “ended” at the 
point of the deposit of euros or dollars, and not at the conversion to rubles, 
then the purchase “does not’ violate the sanctions regime that was placed 
on Russia. 


Thus, the EU pretends that Russia’s oil-for-Rubles demand has “not” been 
accepted, and thus, supposedly, the sanctions regime against Russia 
hasn't been violated. Well, in the streets the EUs farce would be cited as 
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another example of the truth of the age-old saying, “Money talks, bullsh*t 
walks.” And the bullsh*t that walked was the EU’s belief that it could do 
without Russian oil or use other oil suppliers and do so at a price 
equivalent to that charged by Russian companies. 


But, here we go again!! During the editing process of this book, another 
sign arose of what again appears to strongly reflect the incompetence of 
our leaders. On May 19%, 2020, The New York Times reported (bolded 

and italicized text is this author's): 


A decisive military victory for Ukraine over Russia, in which Ukraine 
regains all the territory Russia has seized since 2014, is not a 
realistic goal. Though Russia’s planning and fighting have been 
surprisingly sloppy, Russia remains too strong, and Mr. Putin has 
invested too much personal prestige in the invasion to back down. 


The United States and NATO are already deeply involved, 
militarily and economically. Unrealistic expectations could draw 
them ever deeper into a costly, drawn-out war... 


Recent bellicose statements from Washington — President 

Biden's assertion that Mr. Putin “cannot remain in power,” Defense 
Secretary Lloyd Austin’s comment that Russia must be “weakened” 
and the pledge by the House speaker, Nancy Pelosi, that the United 
States would support Ukraine “until victory is won” — may be rousing 
proclamations of support, but they do not bring negotiations any 
Closer. 


In the end, it is the Ukrainians who must make the hard decisions: 
They are the ones fighting, dying and losing their homes to Russian 
aggression, and it is they who must decide what an end to the war 
might look like. If the conflict does lead to real negotiations, it will be 
Ukrainian leaders who will have to make the painful territorial 
decisions that any compromise will demand... 


But as the war continues, Mr. Biden should also make clear to 
President Volodymyr Zelensky and his people that there is a limit to 
how far the United States and NATO will go to confront Russia, 


and limits to the arms, money and political support they can 
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muster. It is imperative that the Ukrainian government's decisions be 
based on a realistic assessment of its means and how much more 
destruction Ukraine can sustain. 19 


It doesn’t take much reading “between the lines” to see that the NYT sees 
the handwriting on the wall. And that handwriting says this: Despite all of 
the predictions about a Ukranian victory; despite all of the spin, in the 
mainstream media, about the day-to-day-progression of the conflict, the 
real truth has been, from Day 1 of the conflict, that Ukraine did not have a 
single chance to win the conflict. Also, as the highlighted text clearly 
reveals, the NYT is saying that, despite all of the military equipment and 
money spent to help the Ukranians win the conflict, it is “unrealistic” to 
spend more money. 


In my view, the NYT excerpts are a clear indication, or at least a strong 
hint, that, not only has Ukraine lost the military battle, but that the West 
has lost its effort to win an economic war against Russia through 
sanctions, sanctions, as | said, that have ended up hurting the West much 
more than Russia. 


| hope that the apparently incompetent leaders of the West will finally do 
as the NYT article appears to suggest: encourage the Ukrainian 
government to come to terms with Russia. Ukraine was well on the way 
to doing so, at Istanbul (look it up), but it’s arrogant leader, Zelensky, 
snatched off the table that which he had agreed to, an apparent habit of 
the Ukrainian government. 


And now here’s more. On June 2"4, 2022, one of the top MSM organs, 
The Guardian, featured the following headline: “Russia is winning the 
economic war — and Putin is no closer to withdrawing troops” 


It is now three months since the west launched its economic war 
against Russia, and it is not going according to plan. On the contrary, 
things are going very badly indeed. 
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Sanctions were imposed on Vladimir Putin not because they were 
considered the best option, but because they were better than the 
other two available courses of action: doing nothing or getting 
involved militarily... 


There is, though, no immediate sign of Russia pulling out of Ukraine 
and that’s hardly surprising, because the sanctions have had the 
perverse effect of driving up the cost of Russia’s oil and gas exports, 
massively boosting its trade balance and financing its war effort. In 
the first four months of 2022, Putin could boast a current account 
surplus of $96bn (£76bn) — more than treble the figure for the same 
period of 2021.20 


Speaking of “perverse,” what seems perverse to me is that, for the entire 
length of the conflict in Ukraine, the mainstream media has been telling us 
that Ukraine was winning; that Russia’s economy was on the way to 
perdition; and that the Putin government would collapse. Here’s more 
from Bloomberg (Money talks, bullsh*t walks): 


In early March, as the US and its allies unleashed a wave of 
sanctions on Russia, President Joe Biden stood in the White House 
and said they wanted to deal a “powerful blow to Putin’s war 
machine.” 


But as the war in Ukraine approaches its 100th day, that machine is 
still very much operational. Russia is being propelled by a flood of 
cash that could average $800 million a day this year — and that's just 
what the commodity superpower is raking in from oil and gas. 


For years, Russia has acted as a vast commodity supermarket 
selling what an insatiable world has needed: Not just energy, 

but wheat, nickel, aluminum and palladium too. The invasion of 
Ukraine has pushed the US and the European Union to rethink this 
relationship. It’s taking time, though the EU took a further step this 
week by hammering out a compromise agreement on Russian 

oil imports... 


Even with some countries halting or phasing out energy purchases, 
Russia's oil-and-gas revenue will be about $285 billion this 
year, according to estimates from Bloomberg Economics based on 
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Economy Ministry projections. That would exceed the 2021 figure by 
more than one-fifth.27 


How on earth could the entire cadre of Western political leaders, with all of 
their governmental economic ministries, financial experts, experts in IPE 
(International Political Economy, also called GPE, i.e., Global Political 
economy), think tanks, etc., not have known that economic sanctions 
against Russia would not only fail, but also backfire against the economies 
of the west, as well as strengthen Russia? 


Is the answer incompetence? And if they're incompetent, then how did 
they rise to leadership positions in the first damned place? Is there 
something they have in common that would explain their apparent 
incompetence? 


A couple of the experts that | listed earlier offered their opinions 
concerning why Western leaders are incompetent. | decided to study the 
opinion of Gonzalo Lira, who, at this moment, lives in Kharkov, Ukraine, 
and reports regularly and accurately on the Russia/Ukraine conflict. 
Gonzalo Lira offers the following (any emphasis is mine). 


You want to understand why our leadership today is so cowardly and 
so foolish. They seem like people who don’t seem to know what 
they're doing... They're highly ambitious, and it’s clear that they’re 
capable... 


Yet we see, very obviously, that our leadership classes are so 
incompetent, and they're so foolish. And you ask yourself, “Why did 
this happen?”22 


Lira’s explanation, offered in a YouTube video, is lengthy (1:44:10) but 
well worth watching. Because of its length and insight, it is not 
economical or beneficial to you that | review Lira’s analysis here. So | 
suggest that the reader view Lira’s explanation at YouTube. Please see 
the endnote reference number cited at the end of the above quote. 
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Lira’s lengthy explanation claims that Western leaders, due to the nature 
of the educational system through which they matriculate, develop what | 
have coined, as a way to summarize Lira’s theory, habituated 
incompetence and habituated compliance. Again, please view his video 
analysis of what he believes to be the sources of Western leadership 
incompetence. 


Other experts amongst the list of experts | mentioned earlier claim that the 
problem of Western leaders is that they have developed an inflexible 
ideology that is akin to a dogmatic religion that cannot accommodate 
economic realities. Critics of that ideology list its components as: 


1.) Creation of a “green energy” world focused on eliminating or greatly 
reducing the use of fossil fuels and doing so at all costs. 

2.) Promulgation of, and global acceptance of, an all-encompassing, one- 
size-fits all, social ideology. | spoke of that earlier. 

3.) Adherence to an outdated geopolitical goal of Western control of the 
Eurasian land mass, particularly its resources, rooted in an apparent 
ignorance of Russian internal development since the Cold War ended. 


Anyway, whatever adjective or group of adjectives can be used to 
describe our Western leaders, Western leaders now appear to pose a 
clear threat to the balance, harmony, peace, stability and prosperity of its 
own citizens. So, we who live in the United States have to figure out what 
we can do about such leaders, if anything. Corruption (as is being made 
crystal clear by the controversy surrounding President Joe Biden’s son, 
Hunter Biden) is also a huge problem. 


Of course, if corruption is added to the list, along with incompetence, 
hubris, irrationality, recklessness, utopian globalism, and fanatic ideology 
rather than pragmatism; and if those dysfunctions are not addressed and 
somehow fixed, then we're all f*cked. If we can’t get rid of incompetent 
leaders who can’t, or won't, serve the public, then we'll all go down the 
drain. God help us. 
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Threat No. 5—The Building of the Totalitarian Fascist State and World 


Joe Rogan interviews Dr. Robert Malone, Spotify podcast #1757 
Courtesy Spotify screenshot 
Too many of us Americans have forgotten who we are. We need to re- 
embrace our frontier ethic. Learn, again, to take your life into your 
hands, and shout, “Don’t tread on me!!” And mean it. 


| would never have imagined such a 
compliant populace in my country as 
exists today, and that I’ve witnessed 
over the last three years. It’s 
disturbing. And it's dangerous. If 
someone mentions that international 
Don’t Tread On Me structures threaten to place you into 
Courtesy Bonanza.com slavery, you can choose to call that 
individual a “conspiracy theorist,” or 
you can perform a /egitimate exercise that was used by Albert Einstein— 
an exercise that is wholly accepted and is not whisked away as 
“conspiracy theory” (as if there’s something wrong with theorizing about 
conspiracies). 
It's called gedanken experiment, that is, a thought experiment. Look it up. 
Use it. | submit to you that the use of the term “conspiracy theory” is not 
being used to protect you. It is being used to keep you from performing 
independent research. Same is the case with “fact checking.” You do 
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your own independent research, using a gedanken experiment. You do 
your own fact checking. Don’t be played for a chump and a sucker. 


| apologize, in advance, for the brevity of this section on the dangers of 
the possible attempt to build a totalitarian fascist global state as well as 
national states that are totalitarian in nature. Because of the need for 
brevity, | can only give what | hope will be strong hints. Keep in mind that 
totalitarianism doesn’t necessarily spring up suddenly. 


The world didn’t begin yesterday. We know our history as human beings. 
And that history, to use the vernacular, ain’t been no picnic. As such, 
signs of the threat of a possible attempt, step by gradual step, to build 
totalitarian states and/or a totalitarian world state should be always looked 
for. It’s not “paranoia.” It's common sense. It’s history. History has 
taught us things about ourselves, one being that we can’t be trusted. 
Okay, I'll drop some hints on you now. 


Consider making yourself familiar with the United Nation Organization’s 
Sustainable Development Goals (SDGs). They number seventeen. 


Those goals, on the surface, may look wonderful to some. But major 
potential problems with some of those goals are identified by critics, and, 
shortly, we'll give an example of one of the problems of the UN’s SDGs. 
It's important to realize that the values of the various nation-states of the 
world are not uniform, as you'll see, shortly, in an example | will give. 


Critics of the UN’s 17 SDGs point out that some of those goals are not 
shared by all nations. The problem with establishing one-size-fits-all 
goals—whether it be the SDGs of the United Nations Organization, or the 
“Be-happy-with-nothing,” Fourth Industrial Revolution goals of the World 
Economic Forum—is just that: One size does not fit all. 


And that becomes clear when one discovers that some of the goals of 
these macro, global organizations are goals that are tied to agendas and 
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ideologies that are not shared from nation to nation. When one-size- 
fits-all goals are established by organizations such as the WEF, an 
organization that embraces 100 private corporations as “Strategic 
Partners,” corporations such as AstraZeneca (a global, biopharmaceutical 
company) and BlackRock2’, eyebrows should be raised. 


For example, one SDG is the establishment of what the UN defines as 
“sexual and reproductive health and reproductive rights” issues. Well, 
what that includes is abortion. And in many African countries, you can 
forget about the adoption of abortion as being considered a “sexual and 
reproductive health and reproductive rights” issue. That will not fly. 


People of the West might consider abortion as falling under the category 
of “reproductive rights.” But Western notions of reproductive rights are 
cultural and ideological notions which Western “rights” groups assume are 
enlightened, advanced, healthy, and universally acceptable. But Ms. 
Obianuju Ekeocha, a Nigerian biomedical scientist based in the United 


Kingdom, and author of Target Africa: Ideological Neocolonialism in the 
Twenty-First Century, disagrees. 


The Western countries are in this position where they are providing 
aid, they are providing help, or funding. But then within that 
relationship, that imbalanced relationship—that power imbalance— 
the Western countries or the Western donors are then dictating their 
own ideals, their own ideas and ideologies... 


In recent times, in these last couple of years, we have seen a lot of 
so-called family-planning projects. We have seen people bringing 
contraceptives into African countries. We have seen, you know, 
Western donors pushing African leaders to expand, you know, their 
contraception projects within their own country, thereby pushing 
population control in their own way. 


27 See the documentary, Monopoly: Who Owns the World? Original Internet 
Source: https://stopworldcontrol.com/monopoly/; (No archived file available) 
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There are women who don’t have children in African countries, but 
who also don’t have jobs; who also don’t have, you know, who also 
don't have the wherewithal; they don’t have food; they don’t have 
access to water; they still don’t have access to basic needs. So the 
contraception, at the end of the day, does not do any of those things. 
What makes a real difference; what helps people escape the 
clutches of poverty is always education and access to, you know, 
good food, good water, good healthcare systems. So, the basic 
needs and amenities, and that’s not what our donors are bringing to 
us.28 


Another example of Westerners seeking to impose cultural and ideological 
Western notions on other parts of the world occurred when President 
Emmanuel Macron made the following statement in July of 2018 at the 
G20 summit in Hamburg, Germany, in reference to African birth rates. 


| always say, please present me the lady who decided, being 
perfectly educated, to have seven, eight, nine children. 24 


Obianuju Ekeocha replied directly to this comment by President Macron. 


Wow, this is—Let me speak as an African woman, one of many 
children of my mother—This is quite an insult. It's very patronizing, 
I'd say, and even in many ways derogatory for women who want to 
have a career, on one hand, but who also wanted to have a large 
family, on the other hand. 


So, it’s a terrible thing, | think, for a world leader like President 
Macron to go out on a major stage like that, with all eyes on him, to 
make this kind of comment. What does that say to women and the 
women who feel that they should have the choice. You know, if they 
wanted to have a large family and a career at the same time, they 
shouldn't have to give one up for the other... 


My mother was never a stay-at-home mom, not even once she had a 
full career, in Nigeria, as a teacher. But she wasn't. It wasn’t even 
anything extraordinary, because a lot of her friends had, you know, 
seven, six, nine, eight children... 
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To us, a child born, you know, even as the international world is 
looking at this African baby born as an unnecessary increase in 
population, but for us every baby born is a new member, a valued 
member of our community of love.75 


Much of the West is guided by an extreme and distorted form of what is 
called liberalism. \ronically, this form of liberalism defies its own definition 
by attempting to enforce itself upon the entire world. While liberalism was 
meant to liberate the individual from complete subservience to the group, 
today’s liberalism demands subservience to the group. 


The European Union, for instance, embraces and enforces upon member 
states, legally, a liberalist social ideology that includes support for the 
LGBTQ agenda. It does this by applying a regime called the conditionality 
mechanism. The conditionality mechanism can be used by the EU to 
withhold funds from member states as punishment for not complying with 
EU liberalist social ideologies that member states might object to. 


For instance, on Thursday, March 10%, 2022, the EU voted, 
overwhelmingly to withdraw funding from Hungary and Poland because 
both countries refused to bow to the EUs pro-LGBTQ stance. (Bolded 
and italicized highlighting is my emphasis): 


The European Parliament overwhelmingly voted Thursday to 
withdraw funding from Hungary and Poland over the two 
countries refusing to bow to the bloc’s pro-LGBT stance. 


Members of the European Parliament (MEP) passed the 

resolution by a huge 478 votes in favor to 155 against, with 29 
abstentions, to withhold funding from European Union (EU) member 
states that violate the “Rule of Law Conditionality Mechanism.” 


The mechanism “makes the receipt of financing from the Union 
budget subject to the respect by the Member States for the principles 
of the rule of law,” effectively making any funding from the bloc 
subject to alignment with the EU’s core “values” of the day, 

including LGBT promotion... 


58 So what’s really happening? 


Frank Furedi of Spiked-Online noted the irony that while the EU 
condemns Russia's attack on a sovereign state, the EU continues 
its assault on the sovereignty of its member states, regarding its 
own rule of law as superior to international legislation. 


“The EU is effectively using its financial power to force recalcitrant 
member states to abandon any policies or laws it disagrees with,” 
Furedi blasted. 


British conservative commentator and journalist Isabelle Oakeshott 
lamented the sanctions as a punishment on nations that are not 
“liberal enough. ”?6 


So here we see that the EU’s punishment of Hungary and Poland is a 
clear demonstration of what | said above earlier: 


While liberalism was meant to liberate the individual from complete 
subservience to the group, today’s liberalism demands subservience 
to the group. 


What do we call it? Let’s call it Anti-Liberal Liberalism. Or maybe we 
should call it corporate authoritarian fascism, where the term “corporate” is 
used in the generic sense, not in the sense of referring to a corporation, 
although there are major corporations that are part of the corporate nature 
of today’s anti-liberal liberalism; today’s authoritarian fascism. 


The entities that compose corporate authoritarian fascism appear to be 


1.) Big Tech corporations 

2.) MSM (virtually all organs of MSM) 

3.) Those who identify as liberals 

4.) Those who identify as Democrats 

5.) Those who identify as being “leftists.” 


Strangely, liberals, Democrats and leftists, at one time, were composed of 
people who rejected group-think. | do not know how the transition from 
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being independent-minded to being willingly group-think oriented 
occurred. But it did, and it’s in our faces, big time. 


In fact, Viktor Orban, who, on April 3%, 2022, won a fourth term as 
President of Hungary, alluded to the group-think nature of liberals and 
leftists by pointing out the various forces that had been arrayed against 
him and whom he and his political party, Fidesz, defeated. (Bolded and 
italicized highlighting is mine): 


This victory is one to remember, maybe even for the rest of our lives, 
because we had the biggest [range of opponents to] overpower. The 

left at home, the international left, the bureaucrats in Brussels [HQ of 
the European Union), the money of the [George] Soros empire, the 

international mainstream media, and even the Ukrainian president 
in the end.27 


The page after the next page contains the results of a Hungarian 
referendum that was held on the same day of the Hungarian elections. 
The results of that referendum clearly demonstrate why the authoritarian, 
liberalist European Union voted to withdraw funding from Hungary. 


The four questions of the Hungarian referendum clearly have the same 
intent as the bill signed by Florida Governor Ron DeSantis, entitled the 
Parental Rights in Education bill, which opponents of Governor DeSantis 
have labeled the “Don’t Say Gay” bill. This demonstrates that 
authoritarian liberalism is a global phenomenon, its manifestation in 
Europe seemingly stronger, even, than its influence in the United States. 


Also, both the Hungarian referendum and Governor Ron DeSantis’s bill 
demonstrate that there exists a global, ongoing cultural struggle centered 
on opposing values. This highlights what | noted before, though I'll say it 
differently now: The values of a nation cannot be superseded by values 
assumed to be universal values that all nations would accept. 
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Incidentally, this attempt to impose an international set of norms dictated 
by some central group or some combination of groups, and even some 
combination of governments, such as the European Union, has been 
called neo-liberalist globalism. The actions of the European Union in the 
use of its Rule of Law Conditionality Mechanism to attempt to force neo- 
liberalist globalist values that are unacceptable to some European nations 
is, in my mind, a non-organic interference with the natural evolution of 
national and global society. 


The culture of freedom—which | believe in—that was finally reached and, 
in my view, culminated in the founding of the United States of America, 
came about not through some orchestrated attempt to shape history from 
the top, but, rather, it came about through an organic, even chaotic 
evolution in human consciousness. But today, there exists an attempt, 
such as by the WEF, to shape the future of humanity artificially and 
through force, even in the United States. Keep your eyes opened. 
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Visegrad24 is a news aggregator and curator of politics, current affairs, 
history and culture for the Visegrad countries: Czech Republic, Hungary, 
Poland and Slovakia. Visegrad24 reported that for the April 3, 2022 
Hungarian referendum, 


Voter turnout was 67% and between 92-96% of people voted “No” 
(author emphasis) on the referendum questions.28 


On July 1, 2020, Russia Constitutionally defined marriage as 
heterosexual. On December 15", 2020, Hungary followed suit. The 
Constitutions of Armenia, Belarus, Bulgaria, Croatia, Georgia, Latvia, 
Lithuania, Moldova, Montenegro, Serbia, Slovakia and Ukraine (what's /eft 
of it) define marriage as the union of a male and a female. 


| hope that the examples that I’ve given thus far, in this section, are 
enough to highlight what | and many others strongly object to: the attempt, 
and even the smell of an attempt, to create some kind of one-world 
government. Were we able to trust ourselves; were we able to simply 
ignore the attempts by human beings, throughout history, to oppress 
others, then the idea of a “united nations” would be great. 


But that’s not the reality, especially these days when corporate bodies, 
such as Big Tech and MSM, wield tremendous power and influence, and 
can be used, and are being used, in an ongoing attempt to subject large 
populations to the ideals and ideologies of groups that, percentage-wise, 
are virtually non-existent. Rule by ideology should be rejected. 


In short, | am against the attempt or even the hint of an attempt to create a 
“new world order” that demands and forces adherence to a one-size-fits- 
all over-arching ideology that would ignore, impinge upon, or destroy the 
culture, religion and traditions of a people or nation-state. Although | live 
in the West, | am very sorry to say that extremely radical and unnatural 
ideas and ideologies have been created, in the West, that are 


28 See: https://twitter.com/visegrad24/status/1510768731445731332 
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diametrically opposed to balance, harmony, peace, stability, nature and 
holistic well-being. 


We are not ready for a global unity, unless each other's national cultures, 
religions and traditions can be respected and not subject to be changed 
by intimidation, bribery, or force. Personally, at this time in human history, 
| prefer the continuation of independent nation-states over a global world 
order. A global world order based on disorder is totally undesirable to me. 
We've seen, by the actions of the European Union against Hungary and 
Poland, that rule-by-ideology is dangerous, authoritarian and dictatorial. 
During President Viktor Orban’s victory speech he clearly spoke of 
Hungarian culture, a culture that he and the Hungarian people, as is clear 
from his landslide re-election and the results of the Hungarian referendum, 
wish to maintain. The Hungarian people are opposed to the neo-liberalist 
globalist culture that the European Union seeks to force on all of its 
member states. 


We have friendly thoughts for those who have been with us and 
helped us in recent months: our American friends, the Poles, the 
Italians, the Spanish, the Serbs, the Slovaks and the Austrians. We 
also dedicate this victory to them. This isn’t only our victory, but their 
victory too; because here in Budapest tonight the whole world has 
seen the victory of Christian democratic politics, conservative 
civic politics and patriotic politics (author emphasis).8 


Although only 15% of Hungarians say they attend church on a weekly 
basis, 80% of them profess to be one form of Christian or another. So, for 
a head of state to mention “Christian” democratic politics indicates that the 
wholesale acceptance of neo-liberalist globalist ideas and ideologies will 
not be accepted in the Hungarian state. 


In the U.S. itself, school boards are being virtually attacked by those 
parents who strongly oppose liberalist ideologies and who also oppose 
their children being taught those liberalist ideas and ideologies. A growing 
number of states in the U.S. are following the pattern of Florida by 
refusing to force liberalist ideas and ideologies on children. 
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They're saying “No,” for instance, to the same question asked of 
Hungarian parents on the April 3°¢ 2022 referendum: “Do you support the 
teaching of sexual orientation to underage children in public education 
institutions without parental consent?” They’re rejecting other liberalist 
ideas, such as CRT (Critical Race Theory) 


Is anyone not familiar with the ideology of authoritarian Communism, an 
ideology that succeeded in murdering 100 million to 150 million human 
beings, according to some estimates? As the expression goes, been 
there, done that. 


| feel that the examples I’ve given in this section are enough to 
demonstrate the dangers of being blind to the signs of the attempt to build 
the totalitarian fascist state. So, now for your homework. 


Study the WEF’s Fourth Industrial Revolution concept, especially in the 
area of robotics. Study its “be-happy-with-nothing’ concept. Study its UBI 
concept and ask yourself if the establishment (by the rich members of the 
WEF) of a basic income for you is something that demonstrates how 
much the WEF “loves” you. Study its Great Reset. 


Please check out the interview of Dr. Robert Malone by Joe Rogan (see 
picture and Spotify reference at beginning of this section). During that 
interview, you will be given strong hints, by Dr. Malone, on the issue of the 
development of the global totalitarian fascist state, and the national 
totalitarian fascist state that, unfortunately, appears to be developing. It’s 
a long, 3-hour interview, well worth viewing. 


The five threats | covered in this section are, in my opinion, infinitely more 
important for all of us than the subject of Reparations, because if we don’t 
get a handle on them, all of us will be in severe jeopardy of being 
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enslaved. Those Black folks, though, who wish to pursue Reparations 
have every right to do so. 


| don’t know how my big brother, Marcus, predicted this back in 1972. It 
seemed that whenever he had something profound, insightful, or prophetic 
to say, we'd always be riding around in his van. One day, as he was 
driving, he said, “Brother-brother, slavery’s coming back. The difference 
this time is that it won't just be Black folks enslaved. It will be all of us. 


Has War Been Good? 


French war cemetery 
Courtesy tracesofwar.com 


“_,.war has enriched the world.” 29 


Contrary to what the song?? says, war has been good for something: 
over the long run, it has made humanity safer and richer. War is hell, 
but—again, over the long run—the alternatives would have been 


worse. 39 


For me, Dr. lan Morris’s book, War! What Is It Good For? — Conflict and 
the Progress of Civilization from Primates to Robots, makes for 
uncomfortable reading since | have generally (perhaps naively) believed in 
the inherent goodness of the human family. Yeah....It's what I’ve 
generally believed. Perhaps “inherent goodness’ within us is not even the 


29 Referring to the song, War, written by Norman Whitfield and Barrett 
Strong for the Motown label in 1969; sung and popularized by Edwin Starr, The 
Temptations, and, later, Bruce Springsteen. 
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issue. Perhaps the issue is how to balance out an inherent goodness with 
an equally inherent propensity to violence. 


A cold look at Dr. Morris’s astoundingly 
fascinating book causes me to recall the 
words of Sandy Berger, former National 
Security Advisor to President Bill Clinton, 
who, on the Sunday morning TV talk shows, 
when challenged by the host concerning a 
Clinton administration war policy, would 
respond about our world, “This ain't no 
playpen out here.” Has it ever been? 
Courtesy youtube.com According to Dr. Morris, no—This ain’t no 
playpen out here. 


Biologists, anthropologists, political thinkers, and military leaders have 
claimed that human beings are “violent by nature,” in part due to what's 
considered an unforgiving natural order governed by a fundamental, 
evolutionary struggle in nature that determines which lives in the plant, 
insect, animal and human forms will be the strongest to survive. While 
religious doctrines taught that humans possessed something higher and 
above this unforgiving natural order, something that demanded a sense of 
responsibility to less fortunate human beings, it appears that we just ain’t 
that good at religion. But we're plenty good at war. At all times, the 
conclusion of military leaders has been, “We will always need a military. 
There will always be war.” There will always be war. 


Perhaps the question is not whether war has enriched the world. Perhaps 
the real question is whether the enrichment that Dr. Morris believes has 
been achieved has been worth the waging of countless thousands of 
years of war that caused unimaginable misery, persecution, and 
tremendous loss of life. Dr. Morris believes that it has. 
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For me to try to understand his position, I’ve had to try to be objective by 
putting aside any perspectives that may be naively simplistic, overly 
philosophical, religiously pure [although religions generally embrace the 
concept of the “just war’], or too heavenly bound to be of any earthly 
good. Seems that any analysis of war would ultimately have to speak to 
the unpleasant and...ahem...inconvenient damages and “collateral” 
damages associated with war: destruction, death, slavery, costliness, 
wastefulness, etc. 


Let's take a peek into Dr. Morris’s ideas about the long-range benefits, as 
he sees it, of war for humanity 


You may not be interested in war, but war is very interested in you. 
(Leon Trotsky) 


Dr. Morris says: 


There are four parts to the case | will make. The first is that by 
fighting wars, people have created larger, more organized societies 
that have reduced the risk that their members will die violently. 


This observation rests on one of the major findings of archaeologists 
and anthropologists over the last century, that Stone Age societies 
were typically tiny. Chiefly because of the challenges of finding food, 
people lived in bands of a few dozen, villages of a few hundred, or 
(very occasionally) towns of a few thousand members. These 
communities did not need much in the way of internal organization 
and tended to live on terms of suspicion or even hostility with 
outsiders. 


People generally worked out their differences peacefully, but if 
someone decided to use force, there were far fewer constraints on 
him—or, occasionally, her—than the citizens of modern states are 
used to. Most of the killing was on a small scale, in vendettas and 
incessant raiding, although once in a while violence might disrupt an 
entire band or village so badly that disease and starvation wiped all 
of its members out. But because populations were also small, the 
steady drip of low-level violence took an appalling toll. By most 
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estimates, 10 to 20 percent of all the people who lived in Stone Age 
societies died at the hands of other humans.”31 


Dr. Morris goes on to contrast that 10 to 20 percent figure of all of Stone 
Age society violent deaths with the “only” 1 to 2 percent war-related 
deaths of the global population of the 20" Century. Obviously, 20" 
century war-related deaths were, percentagewise, astonishingly “low,” as 
compared to Stone age society violent deaths, even though that 20% 
century war-related death figure amounts to between 100-200 million 
people slaughtered due to wars. Dr. Morris says that “violent death fell by 
90% between Stone Age times and the twentieth century,” an obvious 
“massive improvement.” 


If you noticed a tinge of ahem 
sarcasm, it’s because | am 
reminded of part of the short 
conversation that occurred 
between Samir Horn and FBI 
Agent Roy Clayton in the 2008 
movie, Traitor. Agent Horn had Traitor 

sought out Samir to hint to him Courtesy YouTube screen shot 

the FBI’s desire that Samir, who had helped foil a dangerous terrorist plot, 
keep himself available for more missions. 


Samir, though, wants to move on with his life, psychologically troubled 
with the memory of the deadly duties he had to perform to foil the plot and 
“save” lives: 


SAMIR? ccissssosnsccns “| made choices about people’s lives. And | gotta live 
with that.” 

AGENT CLAYTON:.‘| understand that.” 

SAMIR? scsicurssenaceetss (attempts to interrupt Agent Clayton, but fails) 
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AGENT CLAYTON:.“| understand that! But you and | both know that this 

fight is far from over. 

SAMIR: ......2.22::000 (Samir pauses for some time, then says), “You know, 
the Qur'an says that if you kill an innocent person, 
it's as if you've killed all mankind.” 

AGENT CLAYTON: (Agent Clayton sighs in frustration, pauses, and then 
says), “It also says that if you save a life it’s like you 
saved all mankind.” 


So, one might ask the question, which metric do we use to determine 
whether human beings are “safer and richer” due to war? The obviously 
large and significant drop in deaths per population between the Stone Age 
and the 20" Century? Or Samir’s idealistic (if not a wee bit hypocritical for 
a highly trained killer), one innocent person killed metric? You can think 
about that a moment, while | continue Dr. Morris’s analysis. 


What is the reason that such tremendous progress in making life safer 
and richer occurred? War itself. That’s the reason, according to Dr. 
Morris. What happened is that a phenomenon began spreading around 
the world: The vanquished in war became absorbed by the winners. This 
resulted in the formation of larger societies. For the leaders of the 
expanding societies to keep power, they would have to enact measures to 
prevent and suppress violence in the society. So, stronger governments 
that could keep the peace would have to be formed. 


Also, it was much easier to exact taxes on a well-behaved populace than 
a violent populace that might become extremely difficult, or impossible, to 
control. In short, civilization was needed, and to keep civilization civil, a 
strong hand, capable of strong rule, was required. With government, a 
strong hand, and civilization (which eventually included law) firmly in 
place, fewer violent deaths would occur. Through time, the stronger the 
civilization, the fewer the violent deaths. Thus? War has been 
good......relatively speaking, when the impact of war is evaluated over the 
course of human history. 
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Of course, one of the most important functions of a civilization is the 
establishment of economic vitality and economic growth. When the needs 
of the people can be taken care of the probability of violent deaths is 
reduced significantly. It is ironic, and perhaps at least intuitively 
unacceptable, that war created the peace that was necessary for the 
establishment of economic vitality, economic growth, and rising living 
standards. 


Unfortunately, rising living standards, due to war, did not occur across the 
board. The vanquished in war could be left impoverished for generations. 
Because of war the vanquished suffered torture, slavery, death, rape, 
plunder, humiliation, and the theft of land. But: 


And yet, with the passage of time—maybe decades, maybe 
centuries—the creation of a bigger society tends to make everyone, 
the descendants of victors and vanquished alike, better off. The 
long-term pattern is again unmistakable. By creating larger societies, 
stronger governments, and greater security, war has enriched the 


world.”32 


Let's look at an evaluation offered 
by Dr. Thomas Sowell, an 
evaluation that matches that 
conducted by Dr. Morris. | will 
quote portions of Dr. Sowell’s 
analysis from the 
ThomasSowellTV YouTube 
channel video entitled, The 
brutalities and consequences of 
conquest. The evaluation he uses in that video comes from his book, 
Conquests and Culture: 


Dr. Thomas Sowell . 
Courtesy youtube.com 


One period of history or another, conquest has encompassed 
virtually all peoples, either as conquerors or as victims. And the 
consequences have been wide ranging as well. 
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Some conquests have been followed by systematic exterminations of 
the vanquished, as in Rome’s conquest of Carthage. Nor have such 
draconian policies been limited to major conquerors of historic 
dimensions. The massacres of the Tutsi by the Hutu, and vice versa, 
in late 20" century Africa, and ethnic cleansing in the Balkan wars of 
the same era, clearly show that it does not take a great power to 
create great human tragedies... 


On the Chatam Islands, 500 miles east of 
New Zealand, centuries of independence 
came to a brutal end for the Moriori people 
in December 1835. On November 19* of 
that year, a ship carrying 500 Maori, 
armed with guns, clubs and axes arrived, 
followed, by December 5", by a shipload 
of 400 more Maori. 


Groups of Maori began to walk through 
Moriori settlements, announcing that the 
Moriori were now their slaves, and killing 


a ee Se eee 


those who objected. A Maori conqueror BONE eS: 
explained, “We took possession, in Maori Chief 
accordance with our customs, and we Courtesy wikimedia.org 


caught all the people. Not one escaped. 

Some ran away from us. These we killed, and others we killed. But, 
what of that? [i.e., So what?!] It was in accordance with our 
customs.”33 


Dr. Sowell continues on with a litany of examples of absolutely 
gruesome and unspeakable atrocities committed, all over the 
planet, such as, for instance: the Mongols; the Normans; Emperor 
Basil Il of the Byzantine Empire, who ordered the blinding of 99 of 
every 100 Bulgarian captives, 


leaving each 100" man with only one eye to lead the others back 
home, so as to provide graphic evidence of the Emperor's treatment 
of his enemies; 


Ottoman Empire soldiers who presented the Sultan with pyramids of 
severed heads of enemy soldiers, despite Muhammad's, the founder of 
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Islam, instruction, “You must not mutilate dead bodies”; the Japanese 
conquest of the Chinese capital of Nanking, in 1937, and the use of 
Chinese soldiers and civilians for bayonet practice; the holocaust and 
atrocities perpetrated against the Jews and others under the rule of 
Adolph Hitler, in Germany, and on and on and on. Dr. Sowell continues, 
easing towards the same conclusions independently reached by Dr. 
Morris: 


In some cases, where whole ways of life have changed in the wake 
of conquest, later generations of the conquered peoples have been 
born into an enlarged world of ideas, of technology, and of 
possibilities undreamed of by their ancestors... 


In short, what successively removed various people’s of the world 
from the ranks of those vulnerable to being enslaved was the long 
process of consolidation of state power, whether that of their own or 
European imperialist nations. 


Thus, slavery was ended in the Philippines, for example, only after 
the American conquest of the islands, which did not simply replace 
the pre-existing authorities with new ones but replaced them with a 
more powerful government in firmer control. 


In the Indonesian islands as well, the advance of Dutch power 
marked the retreat of slavery. More generally, the spread of Western 
imperialism in Asia during the 19th century was principal factor in the 
decline of slavery there. 


In Africa, slavery remained resistant on into the 20" century. But 
here too it was the consolidation of European power that forced back 
the frontiers of slavery, whether it was the consolidation of French 
power in Morocco or Senegal, British power in many parts of Africa, 
or other European power in other regions of the continent. 


What was crucial in this development was an aversion in Western 
society of a general revulsion against slavery in the late 18 and 
early 19" century. This anti-slavery movement became and remained 
politically powerful enough to force political leaders and colonial 
Officials into opposition to slavery regardless of whether they 
personally felt such revulsion or not. 
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The other crucial factor was that the West had such overwhelming 
military superiority at the time as to be able to enforce anti-slavery 
policies around the world, as it imposed its will in other matters. 35 


There now exists a rigidly doctrinaire religion that has come to be known 
as Wokeness. | prefer to use my own name for the religion, Wokianity. 
The doctrines of Wokianity give guidance, or laws, on various aspects of 
life, particularly politics, identity, education, economics, “communication,” 
and human relations. 


Let's use the area of human relations, for example, to understand how a 
Woken (a male adherent of Wokianity) or a Woka (a female adherent of 
Wokianity) would apply Wokianity’s guidelines to live a good, Woke life. 
Let's look at some of Wokianity’s doctrines that apply to human relations: 


e “The past—all of it—is bad and needs to be cancelled” 
Thus, the conclusions reached by Dr. Morris and Dr. Sowell, that, 
over time, consolidation and the propagation of war brought 
improvement for all, both conqueror and vanquished, are 
irrelevant according to Wokianity. Wokianity prefers a state of 
perpetual bitching, whining, blaming, hysteria, and the 
maintenance of a fake perpetual underclass. | think it has 
something to do with a subconscious need to control others. 


e “White people are, eternally, oppressors.” 
The interesting thing about this doctrine is that it appears that the 


majority of people who adhere to it are White Wokens and 
Wokas. 


e “White people must be cancelled.” 
The obvious, logical conclusion drawn from the previous doctrine. 
Thus, the Founding Fathers of the United States of America, in 
the view of Wokianity, must be cancelled. 
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e “Black people are, eternally, victims.” 
Here again, it appears that the majority of people who adhere to 


this doctrine are Wokens and Wokas. 


e “Black people can stay.” (As long as they vote Democratic) 
Of course. 


There are other doctrines of Wokianity. But in the area of human 
relations, those five appear to be the only doctrines. 


Wokianity is a polytheistic religion of many gods. Two of the major gods 
of Wokianity are White people (ironically, the same White people that 
must be cancelled), and Black people. As with all gods, the god named 
WOP (White Oppressor Perpetually) and the god named BOP (Black 
Oppressed Perpetually) live without change, in form and substance, 
forever. 


Unlike the God of the Abrahamic religions, WOP and BOP do not allow 
the adherents of Wokianity to contemplate. Also, in Wokianity, the 
recognition of various perspectives is a mortal sin, punishable by 
cancellation, especially if any perspective emanates from information 
about the past. Remember: The past, in Wokianity, has been cancelled. 


So, Dr. Morris's and Dr. Sowell’s perspectives of the steady, relative, and, 
yes, overall positive progress of human beings, for both conqueror and 
vanquished, throughout human history, due to war, has no meaning to 
Wokianity adherents, and for three reasons. Firstly, again, the past is 
non-existent in Wokianity. Secondly, contemplation is not allowed. 
Thirdly, the recognition of various perspectives is a mortal sin. 


Civilization has moved forward, in part through the blood spilled in war. / 
don't like the observation, by some scholars, that war, through the 
consolidation of state power, has proven to be (of all things) beneficial to 
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humanity. | also didn’t like when | got run over by a car. Luckily— 
weirdly—I only sustained a tiny scratch on my finger, although | was kept 
in the hospital for “observation” (money) for three days. 


But the fact is that war occurred. And the fact is, according to Dr. Morris, 
Dr. Sowell, and other scholars, war—yes, ironically—led to consolidation 
and progress for both conqueror and conquered. 


The adherents of Wokianity will not allow anyone (especially Black folks) 
to accept the realities of struggle and war, and then to take a deep breath, 
roll up their sleeves, energetically join the fight—the war—of daily 
struggle; struggle that will test oneself; struggle that will allow one to 
discover oneself, i.e., discover the breadth and depth of their God-given, 
innate abilities to not only fight in the war, but to actually enjoy the struggle 
as a challenge, meet that challenge, and win the war. WIN THE WAR!!! 


They want you to remain stuck, blaming “White” folks for everything under 
the sun, forever. They want to cripple your minds, which will cripple all of 
you: mind, body, and soul. Why do they want to do this? 


One simple and obvious answer appears (hold that word in your mind until 
next paragraph) to be that they want to control you as their political slaves, 
so you will vote for their [fake] Woke candidates. They want to keep you 
as political chumps. If you want to know what | mean by that, simply 
watch this short, 3-minute excerpt from the hilarious political satire, 
Bulworth: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-Cg7Z2eZmcM. Or go to 
YouTube and search for, “Bulworth church scene,” or just rent the entire 
movie. 


That’s one apparent reason. But my real opinion is this: They’re NUTS!! 
At the root, / really don’t know why they've created an ideology that 
includes your psychological, social, and political enslavement. | think that 
there are reasons that nobody has actually figured out yet. We were 
moving towards a non-racial society. But then, here come Wokens and 
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Wokas with their new religion. I’m hoping that Johns Hopkins University, 
or some other research facility, will perform a study of Woken and Woka 

adherents so we can get some in-depth answers about the psychological 
(and illogical) make-up of Wokianity adherents. 


Scholars estimate that in the year 1492, the Native American population of 
north America was 60 million. The estimated population of Native 
Americans in north America today is 6.79 million. That’s a decrease in 
population of 88.68333%. 


There were 20-30 African slaves aboard the White Lion ship that arrived 
on the shores of Virginia in 1619. Black folks today, of course, are not all 
descended from those 20, since more Black folks were brought from 
Africa to America after those first 20-30. But, just to make a point, I’ll use 
the figure of 30 to calculate the percent increase of Black folks in the U.S. 
since 1619. 


Today, the population of Black folks in North America is 41 million. From 
the year 1619, that is a percent increase of 1.37x10®%. Carried out, that 
is a percent increase of 136,666,600%. The Black population increased 
by 137 million percent. One-hundred and thirty-seven million percent. 


The gods WOP and BOP, and their worshipers within the religion of 
Wokianity, would have us all believe that Black folks are powerless, 
despite the fact that Black folks survived capture, The Middle Passage, 
slavery, Jim Crow, racism, segregation, and grew more than significantly 
in population. WOP, BOP, and their adherents within the religion of 
Wokianity, are the true enemies of Black people because their 
religious ideology amounts to a form of high contempt for the ability 
of Black people to join in the march of civilization, as well as the 
legitimate attempt and right of our country, the United States of 
America, to be at the vanguard, enjoying the competition. 
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| did not like Obama, from DAY 1, and did not vote for him. I’m glad | 
didn’t: He ended up destroying an African country, Libya, during his first 
term, a crime for which he later claimed was his worst mistake. (He 
should tell that to the Black Tawerga people of Libya, who ended up being 
put into literal slavery, first in cages, by jihadi and taqfiri fighters). 


Nevertheless, as Larry Elder and Judge Joe Brown have pointed out, the 
White population of the United States voted for the man to be President, 
according to the Pew Research Center, by a percentage of 43% of White 
voters. For someone like myself, who remembers the segregation period 
in the U.S., that is an astonishingly positive change in our country. Itis a 
change that occurred, yes, after centuries of fighting and bloodshed. 
WOP, BOP, Wokianity and Wokianity’s adherents, wish us to believe that 
no progress whatsoever has been made. That is a lie. 


And say what you will about Obama, the man did reach a high goal and it 
was not all due to being spoon fed, or being a “sell-out,” or a “CIA- 
nurtured” plant, no. He fought for and earned his high place in the U.S. 
Also, the very fact that 43% of the White voter population voted for the 
dude, lays the axe, in my view, to the claim that the U.S. suffers greatly 
from “systemic racism.” Times have changed, despite what the adherents 
of Wokianity wish us all to believe. 


No one’s going to use me for their power-politics goals by locking me into 
an imaginary prison, which is surrounded by a moat filled with stinking and 
debilitating psychological bullsh*t, bars made of self-doubt, and meals 
composed of a mixture of non-nourishing ideologies and “theories,” such 
as Critical Race “Theory”2®, and where the prison Chaplain lulls me to 
sleep with a sermon extolling, in effect, the weakness of the god BOP and 
the strength of the god WOP. HEEEEEEEELL, NAW!!! 


30 For a strong and fascinating critique of Critical Race Theory, obtain Tarl 
Warwick’s short, 30-page booklet entitled, Debunking Critical Race Theory, 
available at Amazon.com 
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| do not think that war and what | call “the age of conquering” should be 
applauded and sanitized for its brutal elements. And certainly neither Dr. 
Morris nor Dr. Sowell are applauding those elements. Wars have been 
brutally unfortunate events in human history. But human life managed to 
continue and advance in a positive direction. As seemingly cynical and 
brutal as this may seem, and perhaps might be, what has stared humanity 
in the face for tens of thousands of years (some say hundreds of millions, 
through cycles of advancement, then virtual total destruction), is a 
struggle, or what | call struggle in nature, that, like it or not, produced 
much good in the long run. 


Struggle in nature will not cease to exist. Struggle in nature is 
fundamental. And what one can find while struggling in nature is that, if 
that struggle is met and embraced with vigor, then the rewards accrued 
from successive struggles in life, even when those struggles appear 
excessively augmented, can make each struggle itself not only 
acceptable, but welcomed, as in, 


Bring it on!!! 


Oh No You WON’T! 


Mamma of The Hood 


still in a walker. My family—my dad, mom, big brother and I—lived 

at 5138 S. Indiana, on the south side of Chicago. It was a time 
when the south side of Chicago was dominated by tough-love parents, as 
well as tough-love relatives and neighbors, all of whom, just by virtue of 
the unwritten rules of American culture at that time, had the right and the 
duty to “whup your ass” if you’d been “act’n up.” 


ys first memory and impression | have of my mom was when | was 


If your parents weren't home, Aunt Gladys (who was nobody’s aunt) could 
beat your ass for doing something “wrong,” tell your dad when he got back 
home from work, and then you’d get your ass beat again by dad. This 
was Called discipline, not abuse. Two-parent families were the norm. 
Divorce was virtually unheard of. It was an all-Black working-class 
neighborhood where the sidewalks stayed relatively clean, as there was a 
consciousness about that that dominated the culture of the hood. 
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There was no gang violence, at least not in our neighborhood. Ifa “bad 
boy,” or a “gang” member did mess with you, the most he’d do is punch 
you on the shoulder and demand a nickel. 


| remember, once, when | was like 11 years old, | was standing with some 
friends and some dudes | didn’t know, a couple of blocks away from the 
crib. A police squad car pulled up. “Ronnie,” the cop on the driver's side 
called to me. | turned to look. He motioned me with his forefinger to 
come. | walked over and he pointed to the back seat. | got in. Mind you, 
| was probably the number one “good boy” for miles around and had not 
done anything wrong. 


He drove me to the crib, got out of the car, opened my door, walked with 
me to the steps, walked up the steps of our apartment, and rang the bell. 
My dad answered. | was scared to death. The officer said, “Hey, Nate. 
Ronnie was a couple blocks down standing with some boys. And it’s 
about 3:00 now. And | know that Ronnie wouldn't want to miss Leave it to 
Beaver.*"” | looked up at the cop and he had a slight grin on his face. 
Dad said, “Thanks Jessie. GET your butt inside, boy!!” 


| hadn't done anything wrong, except, as | found out later, a couple of the 
dudes standing around in that crowd were “bad boys” from another 
neighborhood. My dad never spanked me. He’d just bust you upside the 
head if you'd done wrong, and he only did that to me once in my life. 
When | got grown he said that that bothered him for a long time. 


Anyway, what that cop had done was normal back in the day, at least in 
our neighborhood. Legal? That wasn’t even the point. In our area, the 
cops were part of the community. They were not our enemies who were 
driving around hoping to shoot the sh*t out of us or f*ck with us for no 
reason. He was Jesse—a man who was part of the community who 
wanted to help keep stability in the hood. That was reality. 


31 Popular 1950s TV family and comedy show. 
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For our area, at least, life was peaceful. And it simply was not as if the 
only thing that White folks had to do was get up in the morning and spend 
their day f*ck’n over Black folks. Whites had jobs to go to, families to deal 
with, and the normal concerns of life that keep people busy. Yet, Chicago 
certainly had a history of racism, segregation, and sometimes terrorism 
against Blacks. There was The Red Summer of 1919: 


During the Red Summer of 1919, 
white mobs — fueled by racial 
animosity, Communist paranoia, 
and yellow journalism — attacked 
Black communities across the 
United States with impunity. 


Not long after World War I, a 
series of race riots instigated by 
white mobs erupted in some 25 
Courtesy history.com cities in the U.S. Hundreds were 
killed and countless more were 
injured. This bloody time period would forever be known as the Red 
Summer of 1919.%6 


There was the Red Squad of the Chicago Police Department, also known 
as the Industrial Unit of the Intelligence Division, or the Radical Squad, 
though its focus on Black folks didn’t begin, it seems, until the year 1968. 


The Red Squad had its roots in the Gilded Age, when class conflict 
encouraged employers to ally themselves with Chicago’s police 
against the city’s increasingly politicized workforce. Following the 
Haymarket bombing, Captain Michael J. Schaack orchestrated a 
vicious campaign against anarchism, resulting in 260 arrests, bribed 
witnesses, attacks on immigrants and labor activists, and convoluted 
theories of revolutionary conspiracy. 


Continuing its use of both overt and covert tactics, such as 
surveillance, infiltration, and intimidation, Chicago’s Red Squad in the 
1920s under Make Mills shifted its attention from anarchists to 
individuals and organizations who the Red Squad believed to be 
Communist. Casting a wide net, the squad by 1960 had collected 
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information on approximately 117,000 Chicagoans, 141,000 out-of- 
towners, and 14,000 organizations. 


After the 1968 Democratic National Convention, the Red Squad 
expanded its targets from radical organizations like the Communist 
and Socialist Workers Parties to minority and reform organizations, 
including the American Civil Liberties Union, National Association for 
the Advancement of Colored People, National Lawyers Guild, and 
[Rev. Jesse Jackson’s] Operation PUSH.3” 


Between 1972 and 1991, in Chicago, the 
murderous police commander, Jon Burge, 
either approved of or participated in the 
torture of 118 people while they were in 
police custody. The statute of limitation ran 
out on that horrendous crime, and lawyers 
finally succeeded in getting him imprisoned 
for having lied about his involvement with 
torturing Black men and women. You can Jon Burge 

read about that online. Courtesy nytimes.com 


Again, for our area, it was peaceful. The culture was conservative, and 
that added to the security of the area. 


Now, there was another murderous cop, a bit 
before my era, who virtually ruled the south 
side of Chicago from 1934 to 1951, and who, 
as a Chicago Tribune newspaper article 
described, had “struck fear’ in the entire 
south side of Chicago: Two-Gun Pete. The 
article, which I'll quote from soon, said that 
that cop was “the coldblooded cop who shot 
at least nine men dead on the South Side,” 
Two-Gun Pete, aka, | where | was born and raised, but he bragged 
Sylvester Washington __ that that number was actually 12. An 
Courtesy kalamu.com assessment of him was given by his wife: 
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"He was the meanest, cruelest person that | have ever seen in my 
entire life," said his third wife, Roslyn Washington Banks.#8 


Two-Gun Pete was Black. Unlike Jon Burge, it doesn’t seem that he 
tortured anyone. Two-Gun Pete clearly preferred to just get it over with, 
and shoot you dead, although he was also very fond of beating the hell 
out of Black folks. The Tribune article continues: 


Police officials told the newspapers that Pete had gunned down nine 
men by 1945. He later claimed the career total was 11. And even 
later, he added one more body to the pile, telling a young reporter 
named Mike Royko: "| kept my own count and | counted 12..." 


More common were the street beatings that Washington handed out, 
primarily to criminals caught in the act or wisecracking teenagers... 


“He would come down here and say, ‘Every living ass off the street.’ 
And | mean everybody faded. He had no (compassion), no pity, you 
couldn't say a word to him. He'd beat the people unmercifully," former 
Bronzeville resident Marion Hummons said in an oral history of the 
neighborhood... 


Two-Gun Pete became notorious for a rather cruel trick he’d do that my 
dad once told me about, and that’s mentioned in the article. He’d walk up 
to a group of men who were standing on a corner, and say “When | come 
back here, all of you had better be gone!” Then, he would turn his back to 
the crowd, for a few seconds, as if he was leaving, then turn back around, 
and shout, “Didn't | tell ya'll to be gone when | came back??!!" Then he'd 
start beating the sh*it out of them with his nightstick for having “disobeyed” 
him. 


Chicago was always a rough place anyway, as you'll learn in this chapter, 
and the rest of this book, particularly in two stories, one of my mom, and 
one of my big brother, Marcus, and the “fun” escapades that he and his 
friends “enjoyed.” Our neighborhood, at least in the 1950s, was very 
stable. One thing to know is that our parents consciously worked hard to 
let us have our childhood, and, in my neighborhood, none of us kids knew 
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much about racism. Clearly our parents consciously kept that kind of 
information from us. | think this helped us with our self-esteem. It makes 
sense that a child’s parents would work to keep the child safe, physically, 
psychologically, and emotionally. 


But, back in the day, our community was more like a family, including the 
cops. So, there just wasn’t gonna be no sh*t going down in the 
neighborhood. And your parents, your relatives, your neighbors, store 
owners, and the cops were going to make sure of that. We were all a 
family. \t saddens me, today, that the south side of Chicago has earned 
the dubious distinction of being a “murder capital.” 


Anyway, back to my mom. Back then, men worked, women stayed at 
home. That was almost the unwritten law, so to speak.*2 | remember 
seeing my mom in the kitchen. Back then if a family had little toddlers to 
watch, the mother could watch the kids over a door that had the top half 
cut out. That door separated the kitchen from the dining room. | clearly 
remember being in my walker, pushing it around with my feet. My mom, 
while cutting string beans and preparing dinner, would look at me from the 
kitchen, with this angelic smile, and say, “Hi, baby!” 


And | remember how her smile created the smile inside of me that 
saturated every particle of my being. | can now describe it as love and 
security—like a mellowness. All is in place. All is well. I’m safe. As you'll 
see later, | would be just as safe, though it didn’t fee! like it then, with my 
mom at age 10, when she openly, and dangerously defied that unwritten 
societal rule, back then, about Black folks being “in our place” vis-a-vis 
White folks. Well, she perceived no danger, and she respected no “place’ 


yy 


32 Incidentally, it’s not my point, nor my desire to suggest that there’s anything 
wrong with women working. There had always been plenty of working Black 
women. I’m explaining what was a significant and positive part of Black society 
at that time and why what | experienced and witnessed—a conservative 
culture—really worked, in terms of producing positive, tangible results. 
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and no person, although | would be scared to death at her out-of- 
placeness that day in 1960. 


The next impression of my mom occurred when | was maybe four or five 
years old. In summertime, Black folks would spend time over at the beach 
at Lake Michigan. Entire families would sometimes actually spend the 
night at the beach, with no worries of waking up dead. 


What | remember was my mom’s liveliness and awesome physical 
strength. And she was not a big woman. She and my dad would take me 
Out into the lake waters. They would be waist deep, tossing me back and 
forth to each other between them. I’d laugh and laugh and laugh! I'd 
think, “I got the strongest mommy and daddy in the world!” 


Another impression | had of my mom was formed when | was five years 
old. My mom was in the dining room, ironing. Dad was at work. | was 

playing with a toy. Suddenly, | heard a commotion outside. | ran to the 
living room to look out of the window to see what was going on. Marcus 
was getting his ass kicked in a fist fight. He was 13 years old. 


| ran to my mom: “Mommy, mommy, somebody hurt’n Marcus!” She 
calmly set the iron down, and just as calmly walked to the front door. 
Back then, it was popular to have a diamond-shaped glass cut-out 
embedded in the door, so you could see who was ringing your bell. | was 
walking behind her, happy that she would go outside and stop the fight, to 
save Marcus. 


When she got to the front door, she just stood there, watching the fight, 
through the diamond-shaped cut-out window, with her arms crossed over 
her midsection. “Mommy, open the door!!” She would not. | ran back to 
the living room window to continue watching the fight, and Marcus was still 
getting his ass whupped. | ran back and tried again to get mom to open 
the door. She just stood there, blank-faced, watching the fight. 
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| ran back to the living room again. This time, Marcus was running up the 
steps to get away from his opponent. | was happy. | ran back to the front 
door to wait for mom to open the door so that Marcus would be safe. She 
opened the door, alright. And that’s all she did. 


After she opened the door, she stood there, and calmly said the following 
to Marcus: “Here are your choices: You can go back downstairs and win. 
Or you can come inside and fight me.” Back in the 1950s, | don’t think 
anyone had ever heard of the nano-second. Lemme tell you, Marcus 
turned back around in a nano-second, ran back downstairs, and 
commenced to fighting again. 


My mom had fought every adult male in the Chism family, physically, 
including my undefeated boxer dad. When we got grown, dad would say, 
“| could have knocked her ass out. It was the hardest thing in the world to 
keep that woman off me. I'd easily block her sh*t. But she never stopped, 
and I’d be using up so much energy trying to not hurt her that I’d be 
wishing | was in the ring with a professional!” She'd not given Marcus any 
real choice. 


| ran back to the living room window to watch the fight again. Whoa! In 
short order, Marcus had turned that fight around, and his opponent ended 
up running away—and crying. | turned around to run to the front door to 
be with mom when she let Marcus in. But when | turned around, | saw her 
walking, nonchalantly, past the living room door, down the hallway, to go 
back ironing. | ran to the door and let Marcus in. 


When he entered, he shouted, “MAMMA, MAMMA, | WON!!! | BEAT 
HIM!!!" Mom was ironing, and calmly said, “Good,” her voice slightly 
raising at the end. Marcus, of course, was happy—and relieved, because 
had he lost, the ass-kicking might probably have continued, but coming 
from her in the “comfort” of our apartment. 
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Incidentally, do not think that this was unusual. On the last gig | had 
before | retired, | befriended an Irish guy who was my exact age, Tim 
Moore. We used to go to The Pancake House, sometimes, to have lunch, 
and talk about “back in the day.” It was fascinating how similar it was, in 
Chicago, back in the day, no matter the ethnic neighborhood. He said that 
lrish moms back then were the same as Black moms. One of the rights of 
passage, back then, was fist-fighting. Barbaric, hey? 


Maybe not. Chicago was a rough place back then, and | don’t mean 
gang-wise. It’s always been a tough place. My brother just finished 
writing his autobiography, and it’s titled, Heaven Too Soon. | hope he 
gets a publisher. Here is how he describes one of his escapades as a 
teenager: 


| started telling Bill Taylor about how we used to hop the Englewood 
“A’ train at 51st Street and ride over west on summer nights, get off at 
Halstead Street and head west toward Ashland Avenue to go 
“Hunkie Huntin.” Three or four of us would catch a group of Polaks%3 
or Jew boys and whip their asses and take their money. If we ran into 
some Dago* boys, they'd give us a good fight. You had to knock 
them suckers out! Spicks*5 would cut you. You didn’t start no sh*t in 
Chinatown: Chinks%6 knew that Karate and sh*t. The punk assed 
Micks?? would go for bad, then end up calling their big brothers — the 
fckin cops! 


After we'd do our damage and have our fun, all we had to do was 
make it back to the Halstead Street Elevated Station. White boys — 
alone or in groups — knew better than to get caught east of there on a 
summer night. Just like Niggers?® knew better than to be caught after 
dark in Cicero, Illinois — a little Mississippi in the heart of the 
southwest side of Chicago. Every little ethnic neighborhood was an 
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enclave dominated and ruled by whatever racial group was the 
majority in that hood. 


You grew up knowing which borders and territories belonged to 
whom. Each neighborhood was its own racial battle zone. And when 
you grew up Black in Chi Town, you grew up breaching barriers. 
Fighting for your piece of the city — taking it from those who wanted 
to keep you out - was, of necessity, second nature to urban Chicago 
Black life. Black males born and reared on the south side of Chicago 
didn’t have a reputation for knowing their “place!”4 


At five years old, the word “damn” was certainly not in my vocabulary. 

But, when | watched my mother so coldly “congratulate” Marcus with an 
unemotional, “Good,” | now realize that what | was feeling was what you 
feel when you see some inexplicable, out-of-place, astonishingly cold sh*t, 
and you go, “Damn!!” But this was Chicago. 


Nelson Algren had said, “Loving Chicago is 
like loving a woman with a broken nose.” It 
could be a very ugly place. In Chicago, if you 
weren't tough, you could end up with either a 
literal broken nose, a broken spirit, or both. 
And any Chicago mother, of any Chicago 
ethnic neighborhood knew that. But it was 
like you “know” your arm. It wasn’t something 


Nelson Algren : : : 
Courtesy YouTube screenshot YOU had to think about. It was just there, like 


the air, or like that big-ass cottonwood tree in 
front of the crib. And mom knew: Kick ass or get your ass kicked. 


The next impression | have of mom was the unfortunate beginnings of 
mom and dad’s breakup. Physical fighting, up and down the hallway, 
went on often. | remember waking Marcus up, many times, “Marcus, 
Marcus, they fight’n again!” He’d get up and try to get between them. It 
would pretty much be to no avail, although sometimes, for our sake, they'd 
stop fighting. 
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When we became adults, Marcus, in recalling those days, would 
sometimes say, “Back then, | felt like / was the parent, raising two 
children.” | believe that no child ever accepts the divorce of their parents. 
Even when | was grown, | kept hoping that they would get back together. 
| gave up hope when my dad died. 


But | picture them, in heaven, dancing the Jitter Bug, the Lindy Hop, and 
all the dances of the 1940s Swing era, when Bob Hope and Dorothy 
Lamour entertained the troops as those troops Jitter-Bugged across 
Europe, kicking Hitler's goose step’n, highly drugged Nazi, Wehrmacht 
soldiers’ asses, Chicago men, no doubt, prominently in the forefront (as 
we Chicagoans, of course, know to be the truth). 


Even after the divorce, mom would visit sometimes. And it was always 
such a super delight, after mom had been at the crib for a while, to hear 
dad say, “C’mon, Zel, let's hit the flo!” She’d immediately get up and, as 
smooth, but as fast as the dancers®9 of the Swing era they’d be get’n 
down!! And they had all the moves, dad throwing her up in the air, over 
his shoulders, between his legs. It just was too cool. 


A few years ago, | wrote my brother an email. | was 67 years old, both 
parents deceased, but still unable to accept the divorce. | kept feeling that 
something was being hidden from me—some reason that | didn’t know 
about that caused mom and dad to divorce. So, | asked Marcus, “Look, 
brother-brother, I’m long-ago grown now. If there’s something about mom 
and dad that has been kept from me about why they divorced, you tell 
me.” He wrote back, “When they got married, dad was 18. Mom was 17. 
That's what happened.” Obviously, he was saying that they got married 
much too young. But they’re still dancing, “up” there in heaven. And they 
re-married. I’m sure of it. 


39 Original Internet source: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vvCuWZiINJQ; 
Archived file: https://ia902505.us.archive.org/14/items/lindy- 
hoppers/Lindy%20hoppers.pdf 
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Ring it up!! 


The next impression of my mother was fashioned during Christmas week 
of 1960. | was 10 years old. Mom came by to take me to Marshall Field’s 
department store, downtown, where was featured this awesome, 
humongous Christmas tree. But first she wanted to stop at Krochs and 
Brentanno’s bookstore to purchase some books she wanted. 


She found the books, and we walked to the cashier’s station at a check- 
out counter. The woman in front of us was White, and her bags were 
being checked out by the cashier. There was a woman behind us, who 
was also White. And the cashier was White. 


After the woman in front of us was fully checked out and left, the cashier 
attempted to walk past my mom to wait on the White woman that was 
standing behind us, as if we didn’t exist. Yeah, back then that was quite 
common. You were not considered equal by Whites, back then, and were 
of low or no priority. One would think that a cashier would be 
embarrassed or feel shame inside of her, but no. No shame. That was 
business as usual—but not with my mom. 


The cashier got no more than one foot past my mom, when mom grabbed 
her by the collar, yanked that cashier back in front of her, and said, “Oh no 
you WON'T!!!’ then shouted, 


“Ring it up!!!” 


The cashier’s face betrayed absolute terror, her eyes and mouth wide 
open, and she was visibly shaking. | noticed her eyes quickly jerked over 
towards the left, and | looked behind me to see what she was looking at: a 
big, White, muscular, male security guard—uniform, badge, Billy-club, gun 
and all. | was certain we were going to jail. You did not grab a White 
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person, in public, in the 1950s—unless you were Azelma Dolores Chism, 
obviously, born and raised in Chicago, south side. 


But that big White security guard gradually and smoothly did a 180, 
turning his back to the whole scene, as the cashier was ringing it up while 
shaking in terror. | sometimes think that the guard must have been 
thinking, “If that nigger’s that crazy, | want no part of her!” The cashier 
rang it up, packed my mom’s bags, and we left Kroch’s—and with nobody 
behind us. (Yeah, | kept looking). 


We were now on our way to see the big Christmas tree, which I’d always 
loved to do, every year at Marshall Fields. But this time, | just wanted to 
go home, worried that somebody at Fields—maybe Santa Claus—would 
piss off my mom. If she had no fear of an undefeated boxer husband, or a 
big ass, gun-toting, White male security guard, Santa Claus wasn’t sh*t. 
She’d whup him back to the North Pole, if he pissed her off. Christmas 
would have to close. 


But, when we walked into Fields, it was like Jekyll and Hyde. That same 
woman, my mom, who had grabbed a White woman by the collar and 
yanked her to her duty, was now in the Christmas spirit, smiling, eyes 
sparkling and surveying the women’s clothing, jewelry, and walking us to 
that big Christmas tree. 


She said to me, “Wanna see Santa?!” No. But! didn’t say that. 


that big ass Christmas tree. But the f*ck if / was gonna piss off my mom 
and be added to the list of Chism male casualties! Mom took no shit. 


When | got grown and became a fire-breathing “Black militant” for a while, 
it used to really baffle me that my kick-ass, take-no-shit mom, who had 
viewed grabbing White folks as a normal way of doing business, fully 
participated, as did the majority of Black folks, in what I’d come to call 
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“White culture.” But she participated because it wasn’t “White Culture.” It 
was American culture. It wasn’t even religious. It was just culture. 


My dad explained something to me about my mom. My mom was light- 
skinned, and the people she caught hell from were not “White people” 
only. Dad told me that my mom caught hell from females—Black women 
and White women—because she was a knock-out: very beautiful. 


But there was another thing. Black women would assume that mom, 
because she was light-skinned, thought that she was “better” than brown 
and black-skinned women. But White women assumed that mom thought 
that she was “as good as” White women. Both of those assumptions 
created tensions within my mom that would sometimes boil over, with 
Black or White women being unpleasantly introduced to Azelma Dolores 
Chism. Whoever pissed mom off would discover that she was equal 
opportunity—an opportunity that you’d best pass up. 


My mom was fiercely proud to be Black, but not 
with that 1960s, emotion-laden, scowl-faced, 
“Black power’ tinge that I'd adopted. Like any 
Black person back then, she was proud of 
Jesse Owens, Harriet Tubman, Joe Louis, Ida 
B. Wells, etc., and especially the institution- 
builders and strong historical figures of the 
Black political class—People like Oscar 
DePriest, Ed Wright, Robert R. Jackson. 
Chicago had developed a political power center Mayor Harold 
that, in time, would lead to the election of Washington 
Harold Washington as first Black Mayor of Sour coy Notsnwestsn 
Chicago. Univ. Library 


Steady southern migration raised Chicago's black population to 
40,000 by 1910. Recognizing the power that could be derived from 
this growing community, black leaders began to develop independent 
black institutions for racial uplift. Between 1890 and 1916 black 
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Chicagoans established Provident Hospital, the Wabash 

Avenue YMCA, several black newspapers, including the Chicago 
Defender, and local branches of the NAACP and Urban League. 
Chicago's black politicians, under the leadership of Ed Wright, Robert 
R. Jackson, and Oscar DePriest, began to wrest control from white 
politicians in the predominantly black Second Ward, initiating the 
development of the nation's most powerful black political 
organization.*1 


Incidentally, my dad attended public school, in Chicago, with Harold 
Washington. I'd always had a feeling about Harold, just from looking at 
him. So, one day, | asked dad, “Could Harold thump4°?” Dad answered, 
“Oh, yes!! Harold was a big ass kicker!!” For my undefeated boxer-dad to 
give Harold such accolades on the thumping tip just blew me away. 


Harold Washington went down as the most educated and credentialed 
Mayor in Chicago history, barring none. But one cannot help but wonder, 
considering the brutal, frontier nature and culture of Chicago, whether the 
5 floor of City Hall became a center of physical ass-whup’n, with Harold 
serving it up. Okay, back to mom! 


By the way, there were no Black Santas back then. So, it wasn’t a racial 
thing—not really—that caused mom to grab that White woman at Krochs. 
It was a jerk thing. The woman was a jerk, following some racist cultural 
habit robotically. 


Okay, it was a racial thing, but it was more a jerk thing than racial, | 
believe. Because mom was highly courteous to anyone, regardless of 
race, as were all Black folks back then. That’s how we were taught. She 
had no hatred in her heart for anyone—except jerks. When it came to 
jerks, mom was equal opportunity, as that cashier discovered. 


Why, | don’t know. But mom’s words, “Oh no you WON’T’ to that cashier 
stuck in my mind and, in time, its meaning became, “Never wait until some 


40 Fist fight 
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problem happens. Get a jump on it in advance.” It was an unplanned, 
unpredictable lesson about life. You sometimes hear a Black woman 
these days, when she’s pissed about something someone did, say, “Oh 
no you didn’t!!” 


My mom never waited until didn’t. “Oh no you WON’TIP?’ Mom had a 
profound effect on my life, even though she was “not there” to raise us, 
since my dad had gotten custody of us. But the awesome power of a 
mother can be beyond comprehension. Who can replace a mom? 


The Long Arm of a Mother’s Heart 


It was my mom who insisted, to my dad, that my brother and | attend 
Catholic school. As Marcus, in Heaven Too Soon, says, 


My daddy didn’t like it. He said he didn’t appreciate working his black 
ass Off to pay for me to go to no school and call some white man 
“Father.” 


| suppose that dad 
wanted to save his 
energy for the boxing 
ring. So, he agreed with 
mom, and sent us to 
Corpus Christi Grammar 
School, at 49t" and 
South Park Street, now 
A 
called King Drive. Later, corpus Christi Church & School, circa 1957 
of course long after the Courtesy chuckmanchicagonostalgia.wordpress.com 
divorce, my dad decided 
to keep me in the Catholic school system, so he sent me to Hales 
Franciscan High School, also in Chicago. 
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Back then, there was this belief, or assumption, that Catholic schools in 
Chicago provided a better education for students than public schools. 
Well... maybe. But I’m not so sure about that. 


Indeed, Dan Holder, former Assistant Principal at Farragut Career 
Academy, identified 340 notable alumni across 45 Chicago Public 
Neighborhood high schools, including Mayor Harold Washington, actress 
Kim Novak, Pat Sajak (“Wheel of Fortune”), 5 Nobel Prize winners, 13 
Olympians, Pulitzer Prize winner Gwendolyn Brooks, aviation pioneer and 
author, Amelia Earhart, Minnie Ripperton, Sam Cooke, Nat King Cole (one 
of my dad’s best friends), famed crime fighter, Eliot Ness and others— 
Black and White graduates of Chicago public schools who had gone on to 
notable success in life.4? 


| did poorly at Hales‘. | think it was my junior year, I’m not sure, when my 
counsellor, Fr. Barry Schnider, sat me down and said, “You didn’t do well 
here. You did poorly. To be honest with you, you have once chance left: 
typing class.” Back then, typing was big stuff, if you could type well. Fr. 
Barry had told me that, if! couldn’t get any other job, | could always get a 
job typing. That was not exactly true, as | would find out later. 


If you typed a normal speed, forget it if you were a male, and especially if 
you were a Black male, unless your typing speed was off the charts. Then 
they'd hire you. Otherwise, typing was the domain of women—especially 
beautiful women. No male executive then would want some hard leg (no 
matter the race) sitting in his office typing or taking shorthand. 


But | was doing poorly in typing class. One day, | went to visit my mom. | 
was about a quarter way through the typing class. She asked, “How’s 
school?” | said, “It’s bad. | can’t get this typing. I’m too slow.” She 
said—and almost matter-of-factly—“Don’t worry about that. You come 


41 Keep reading. You’ll discover how, after high school, through the influence 
of a Black man named Chaka Ra (Leroy Hardy), | conquered high-level math and 
science courses at the University of Illinois. 
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and stay with me on weekends. I’m gonna get you through it—with flying 
colors,” and she smiled. | was too frustrated and disheartened to believe 
her. But | was desperate, so | visited her each weekend. 


She had one of those old, manual typewriters that looked as if it had been 
manufactured in 571 BC. There were no keyboards back then. Anyway, 
she would be training me on one of those old, black typewriters that, if it 
fell on your foot, you were going to the hospital, absolutely no doubt about 
that whatsoever, for major surgery. 


Strange how life goes. Her typewriter was in her dining room. There was 
no wall between the dining room and the kitchen. |’d be in the dining room 
practicing typing. She'd be in the kitchen cooking—Just like when | was a 
toddler, in my walker. She'd say, calmly, “How’s it going?” I'd look at her 
and she'd be smiling. Most of the time I’d be close to whimpering. She’d 
go, “Don’t worry. You just watch. I’m gonna get you there.” 


Amom knows. With my brother, it would 
have been the exact opposite. She’d have 
kicked his ass. | was the softer one (fora 
while), aside from my very sporadic (thank 
God!) “anger management” issue that 
mirrored the Mamma Cheese, as the family 
called her, in me, and landed a bully, 
Chucky, in Provident Hospital after I'd 
busted him upside the head with my Louisville Slugger for messing with 
me for no reason. By the way, Dad was called Daddy Cheese. In the 
family, if we used the word Cheese by itself, it implied dad. 


Mom was softer with me than with Marcus. Chucky survived. And each 

time he saw me in the streets, he’d stay as far away from me as possible 
and just stand there and smile. Back in the day, there were two different 
ways to solidify your standing in the hood, if you were male: fisticuffs, or 

be labeled as “crazy.” My standing had now been assured. 
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It’s interesting how different the times were. When Cheese found out (not 
from me) that I'd busted Chucky upside the head with my Louisville, he 
was shocked. He took me down to Chucky’s dad’s to aggressively 
apologize, saying, “Roy, | don’t know why Ronnie would do such a thing to 
your boy! Marcus, | can see, but not Ronnie!” 


Roy replied, “Nate, don’t even worry about it. Chucky needed to get 
busted upside his head, the little bastard! He’s always messing with the 
other kids!! Your boy did good! Chucky learned a lesson | been trying to 
tell him for months! Don’t worry, Chucky’s recovering fine. And when he 
gets out of the hospital, I’m gonna kick his goddamned ass AGAIN!!!” Roy 
meant it—as would any parent back in the 1950s. Lawsuits weren't 
fashionable. But ass kicking was. “My kind of town, Chicago is...!” 


| kept visiting mom at 7921 S. Vernon, in her basement apartment. It was 
cool, because, back then, Holy Mass in Catholic Churches was conducted 
the exact same way at every Church, in Latin. So, rather than take the 
long bus ride to Corpus Christi on Sundays, to attend Holy Mass, | could 
walk just a few blocks from my mom’s to St. Dorothy's Church and 
“celebrate,” as it was called, Holy Mass. One year later, I’d become an 
atheist. 


The semester was coming to an end—and so had 
my fears. My mom had done the job. One day, in 
typing class, | raised my hand and Mr. Jurgens, the 
instructor, recognized me. | said, “At the end of this 
semester, we will have a typing race. | will win. 
You will lose.” The boys [It was an all-boy’s school] 
in the class went, “Dooooooom!” Mr. Jurgens was 
cool. He smiled and said, “Okay! It’s ON!” 


Mr. Glenn Jurgens 
Courtesy my Yearbook 


The semester ended, and we raced. | typed 120 
words per minute, twice as much as would be 
required at employment agencies decades later. 
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At the time, the minimum requirement was 45 wom. Decades later it 
jumped to 60 wpm. Not only had my mom prepared me for the job world 
of decades later, but she had doubled-prepared me! | beat Mr. Jurgens in 
speed, although he won the overall race because he had fewer mistakes. 
But, in time, my errors went down to only ten at most, typing 120 wom, 
and then even lower to zero. 


Back in the day, every Black parent 
would tell their children, “You gotta 
be twice as good as the White man 
to make it in this world.” It seemed 
a most unfair reality. But, by the 
Grace of God for His giving me the 
mom that | had, decades later that 
reality would pay off. 


Cortez Peters Jr.. It was some years later that my 

Courtesy collections.digitalmaryland.org mom let me in on the secret of both 
her typing abilities, as well as her 

masterful typing instruction abilities. Mom had been a direct pupil of a 
Black man: the famous Cortez Peters Jr., the fastest typist in the world. 
She took me down to his school, Cortez Peters Business College of 
Chicago, where she had studied, and introduced me to him. She had 
studied typing and business directly under him. 


Peters had won twelve international typing contests in his life. He set an 
incredible world record typing speed of 225 wpm without a single mistake. 
This will give you an idea of how phenomenal that is: The speed of 225 
wpm is the last speed one must pass on a stenography machine to pass a 
state board shorthand reporter (Court Reporter) exam. On a stenography 
machine you type phonetically, key combinations representing sounds. 
For example, on a stenography machine, you can type the word 
“dictionary” in only two strokes using both hands: Diction - ary. Here’s 
how that looks in steno: 
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TK*EUBGS — AER 


TK*EUBGS is the first stroke and 
represents “diction.” AER is the 
second stroke and represents 
“ary.” To type the word dictionary 
on a regular typewriter takes ten 
strokes. That's one stroke, of 
course, for each letter, which is 
five times as many strokes as is 
needed to type that same word on 
a stenography machine. Peters was absolutely out of this world! The top 
recorded finger speed Peters had attained was 297 words per minute, 
with just a few errors. 


Courtesy nnrc.com 


Cortez’s father had been the world champion speed typist before him. 
Father and son, together, developed special keyboarding methods and 
techniques, and those techniques became the foundation of modern 
typing instruction globally. Cortez studied business administration at 
Howard University. His father opened Cortez Peters Business Schools in 
Washington, D.C., Baltimore, and Chicago. 


’'ve had all kinds of work in this life—everything from shoveling elephant 
dung at Ringling Brothers Barnum & Bailey Circus (And, yeah, it stinks!!), 
to self-taught Database Manager, for seven years, at Sherwood 
Conservatory of Music, to independent businessman working out of my 
own home. It’s one of those, “You name it, I’ve done it” kind of things. 
War. It was war. It was the war against myself. 


It was par for the course for typists, word processors, secretaries, etc., to 
register with temporary (temp) agencies. You'd register with more than 
one so you could assure keeping busy. You'd sit at home, cooling out, 
waiting for a call from one of the agencies who would check to see if you 
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were available. Jobs could last from a few hours to a few months. It 
would end up providing fulltime earnings, and with benefits. One 
company, Olsten, would even let you transfer to their England office. 


Well, | was registered at about five temp agencies, and decided to register 
at a sixth—Loftus & O’Meara, on Superior Street, off “The Magnificent 
Mile,” i.e., just east of Michigan Avenue. | walked in and took the typing 
test, and then sat in a waiting area. | saw the young, White female clerk 
that had tested me take my scores over to the person who, | found out 
later, was a manager. 


When she placed my scores down, he didn’t look at them. He barked, 
“Who?!” He sounded annoyed. She pointed over to me. When he saw 
me, he actually twisted his face up visibly, as if he had just drunk pure 
lemon juice, and said, “I'll see that man later!” The young woman looked 
at me, obviously very embarrassed. Surprisingly, and to her credit, she 
picked up the sheet that had my scores, slammed it on his desk, and said, 
“LOOK! YOU LOOK!” He was visibly shaken and his face betrayed 
surprise at her expression of anger. He’d angered a Chicago woman. 


He looked at my scores, then his head shot up and he looked at me. He 
walked over to me, rapidly, stuck his hand out, and said, “Glad to meet 
you, Mr. Salahuddin!” No non-Muslim had ever pronounced my name 
right. He did! No doubt because he saw dollar signs. | had tested at 120 
wpm—twice as much as the minimum 60 wpm required at that time—with 
no mistakes. 


He stood me up, hugged me around my shoulder with one arm, and said, 
“C’mon to my office!” While walking, he looked back at his secretary and 
said, “Cherl! Get this man some coffee and doughnuts!” We walked 
inside his office, and | sat in front of his desk. Immediately, he starts 
dialing the phone. 
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“Yeah, lemme talk to Pete...Pete, | got a man here who can finish that big 
job you have, and have it done in an hour! What? PAPERWORK?! Don’t 
worry about that! He can come back and do that after he finishes your 
job!” He gave me the address to go to and, yes, | completed the job 
before the lapse of an hour. That’s my mom! A mom is invaluable! 


Temp was cool for me, because at all the temp agencies that | worked for, 
they had to pay me top dollar. They would pay you by your speed and 
accuracy. When PCs came, it really became a joy, because you no 
longer had to use those little white strips that you stick in the typewriter to 
type over a mistake you’d made. You just cursor to the mistake, back 
space over it or use the delete key, and type the correct letter. 


| have another experience I'd like to share. This one has to do with the 
fact that taking a gamble can pay off. I'd been out of work and was on my 
last $2.00 pocket money. I'd “inherited,” from pre-1960s Black culture, an 
“F-it” attitude when low on the dough. Or maybe it was just a male thing. 
’'d been out, almost all day, looking for work. Finally, | thought, “F-it! I’m 
going to the show.” | was gonna spend my last $2.00 of pocket dough to 
take ina movie. After the movie, | would walk back from downtown 
Chicago to my crib at 63'¢ & Oakley, a distance of 11 miles. 


| placed that $2.00 in the widow of the ticket agent, but something inside 
of me said, “Check out Secretaries, Inc,” which was a temp agency | was 
registered with but hadn’t checked out yet that day. It was located in the 
Prudential Building, on Michigan Avenue in downtown Chicago, a building 
that, when | was a kid, my dad had worked on as a carpenter. | snatched 
my 2 bucks back from the ticket agent, and walked over to Secretaries, 
Inc. When | got there, four agents were standing in this huge room 
talking. One of them noticed me come in and said, “Hey, there’s Abu!!”42 


42 They didn’t give a damn that my name was /egally Abu Salahuddin, as | had 
embraced Islam and changed my name from my birth “slave name.” All they 
cared about was my skills. | would later legally change my name back to my 
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They all walked up to me, and one said, “Can you start a three-day job 
tomorrow?” | go, “Sure!” She asked, “Do you know Word Perfect?” It 
was one of the first word processing software packages. | lied and said, 
“Sure!” | didn’t know doodly squat about Word Perfect. I’d learned a word 
processing package that was designed specifically for an economics 
research firm I'd once worked for, but | didn’t know Word Perfect. | was 
only a typist at that time. It seemed so stupid to lie about something like 
that. But insanely, | thought that | could just somehow “wing it” when | got 
there. 


The three-day job was at Sherwood Conservatory of Music, and | went 
there the next day. At that time, it was located at 11% & Michigan Avenue, 
in downtown Chicago. The supervisor there, Susan Kincaid, welcomed 
me and told me that Sherwood had had a massive mailing to send out, but 
the previous Word Processor had royally screwed it up and been fired 
because of it. Susan said, “So, you’re a Word Processor, right?” It was 
theatre time. All business, | said, quickly, assuming a commanding voice 
and demeaner, “Yes, so what's the issue?” 


She looked a bit startled. But | think she was relieved by my outer display 
of confidence and arrogance. She showed me a sample printout of 
mailing labels the previous Word Processor had done, all of which were 
done incorrectly, and prevented Sherwood from sending out a notice to 
the 10,000 people and institutions on its mailing list. She then walked me 
to the office where the previous Word Processor had worked. | pushed 
down the butterflies. 


| said, “Ms. Kincaid, if you don’t mind, I'd like to examine—alone—what 
the previous Word Processor had done. This may take some time.” She 
said, “Sure! No problem at all!” She left, and | closed the door. | sat 
there, wondering what to do next. | purposely sat there for about an hour. 


birth name, having realized that there was nothing about my dad, who was still 
alive at the time, that reflected a slave mentality. 
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Then, | walked to Ms. Kincaid’s office, and confidently said, “There’s good 
news and bad news. Firstly, the bad news: I’m never one to see anyone 
get fired. But it’s certainly clear to me why you fired her. It's a mess. 
Now, the good news is that | can take care of this. But there are 
conditions. | cannot be disturbed. It’s going to take a lot of focus and a lot 
of time. Secondly, I’ll need to come in early and probably stay late. Is that 
possible?” 


She reached into a drawer of her desk, pulled out the keys to the building, 
and handed them to me. They were desperate. And so was I. 


From then until noon | sat there, with the door closed, pretending that | 
was “working” and fixing the problem. One thing | did was to call around 
to find out where | could purchase a book on the Word Perfect word 
processing software package. Ironically, | found it at Kroch’s and 
Brentanno’s, the Oh no you WON'T store—same store my mom had gone 
to, Chicago style, in 1960. | figured | wouldn’t have to yank a cashier to 
their duty. Those days were long gone. I'd be checked out with a smile. 
And maybe, if | was lucky, a flirty smile. 


After “work” | walked down to Kroch’s and purchased the book. The next 
morning | got to Sherwood at 6:00 a.m., and | would stay until 9:00 p.m. 
learning Word Perfect. Once, Susan knocked on the door. | said, “come 
in,” and she walked in and asked, “How’s it going.” | purposely stared at 
her for a moment, let out a sigh of annoyance that read, “I fold you not to 
disturb me”, and turned back to the computer monitor. “We're getting 
there,” | said, without looking at her. “Well... was just...| was just 
checking...”, she said, and | interrupted and said, 


“It's fine. We're getting there.” She never knocked again. The book was 
magnificent! It gave step-by-step examples of most features, using real- 
life stuff you’d run into on a job. 


104 Uncle Tom’s Uncle 


It was something like 400 pages, maybe more. But being able to stay 
there from 6:00 am to 9:00 pm was a big blessing. As it turned out, /ying 
was too.’8 


By the middle of the third day—and remember, it was supposed to be a 
three-day gig—I had figured out the mistake the previous Word Processor 
had made. She had made assumptions about how the software worked. 
She'd been trying to make shortcuts in what were called “secondary files,” 
and you just can’t do that. | ran printouts of 100 labels, to make sure that 
everything was working. And it was. 


| walked over to Susan’s office, this time jubilantly: “GOT IT!” She goes, 
“Really?!” | go, “Yep! | wasn’t really concerned,” | lied again. “Basically, it 
was more a matter of time than anything particularly difficult to solve.” 

She was ecstatic. She raised up her forefinger and said, “Just a minute.” 
She got on the phone and called someone. She said, “Yes, this is Susan 
Kincaid. We have one of your temps here, and we WANT him!” 


| almost busted up /aughing, because | associated it to being sold from 
one plantation to another. The only big difference being that they were 
paying me—and good. It was very common for businesses to “buy” you 
from temp agencies if they liked you. So, | was hired to work there full 
time, and | worked there for seven years. 


But there’s another story about taking chances. It was there at Sherwood 
that | met my wife, whom | have been married to, to this day, for 32 years. 
She was a music teacher at Sherwood. So, how does one look at it? 
How would religious people look at it? I’d lied—to Secretaries, Inc; to 
Sherwood Conservatory. I’d faked it, using theatre. I’d gambled. I'd put 
on the role of an arrogant a**hole. Not good, right? You can decide the 
morality or immorality of that, as my childhood buddy, Ralph, would say, 
“for your damn-damn.” In my view, it was just /ife—war. 


43 May God forgive me 
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The third blessing | had is that Sherwood’s mailing list started growing, 
and | was having an awful time processing labels on secondary files in 
WordPerfect. It was the processing within the software that was getting 
very, very slow, due to the amount of mailing labels to first process in the 
computer before printing out. 


One day, a friend asked me how work was, and | told him what was 
happening. He said, “Oh, you need a database management software 
system.” | convinced Sherwood to have that installed. This led to 
something great. There was a free not-for-profit place downtown that 
taught other not-for profits all types of software, one of which was a 
database management software system called DataEase, one of the first 
database management systems for PCs made. | learned it well, and 
applied it on my job, getting mailings out in record time and with ease. 


At Sherwood, | also had the roll of secretary for a professional staff of five, 
as well as secretary for Sherwood’s Board of Directors. There were 
always lots of reports to type up. | was also in charge of processing bulk 
mailings. (Sounds like | was back on the plantation). Not-for-profits would 
always work you to death. Catholic institutions, for some reason, were 
good at it. But what you got in return was experience, which you could 
carry to your next temp assignments, or to the next full-time gig you got, or 
which you could apply when opening up your own business, which | did. 


It was not long, working as a database manager, that | was able, at my 
next evaluation, to demand a raise, as well as a new title officially: 
Database Manager, a much higher position, no longer Word Processor. 
’'d been working as a database manager anyway, having learned the 
software, but waited until | was certain | knew my stuff, as my dad had 
taught me, inside and out, before demanding a raise and a much higher 
job title. | got them both, all thanks directly to my mom and dad. 

The lesson is that nothing in life is more important than the influence of a 
father and mother, and | don’t know which influence is stronger, the 
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mother’s or father’s. In my opinion, and in my experience, the ideal is to 
have both. Therein lies success for Black folks or any people. 


So, despite BLM’s (Black Lives Matter) 
apparent distaste for the nuclear family, as 
was once reflected at its About page at its 
website (though | think that criticism 
caused them to delete its attack on the 
nuclear family), Black people should 
embrace the nuclear family. BLM leaders 
—~“ have openly stated that they are 
Karl Marx headstone =—Marxists.44 Marxism never had any place 
Courtesy theatlantic.com in the Black community, and it should be 
rejected, in my opinion. The most appropriate place for Marxism is at 
Highgate Cemetery, London, United Kingdom, the burial place of Karl 
Marx. 


In 1950s Black America, we had the extended family. The extended 
family came from the nuclear family. The stability of the Black community 
back then was directly due to the nuclear family. Bring it back. 


Even when we went to the beach, sometimes, in the summer, we went as 
families. Our parents trusted the other families on the block, and that’s 
why we kids would spend the night at our friends’ homes, where we'd sit 


44 1m truth, BLM members are not Marxists. They are fascists, patterned after 
the era of fascism when the business owners and the landed elites were 
financing a populist movement for self-serving political reasons. [BLM is not an 
American populist movement]. BLM, for instance, has been financed by 
Amazon, Gatorade, Microsoft, Glossier, Airbnb, Unilever, Nabisco, Dropbox, 
Google, and others. Angry local BLM chapters have claimed that they received 
none of the $90 million collected by BLM in the year 2020. Street violence 
appears to be another sign of BLM fascist tendencies. BLM leaders claim to be 
Marxists, but they are actually fascists. 
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up and watch Shock Theatre on TV, or wrestling, or “shoot-em-ups,” as 
my dad called the TV Westerns. 


It's a new day, | suppose—an ugly new day, in my view. | can’t give any 
advice about the American family of today. Too much seems to have 
changed, and drastically. All| can tell you is what I, and thousands of 
Black folks experienced, back in the day: stable, Black, conservative, 
nuclear families that produced success for the children. 


| would urge the reader to view an uplifting 1954 documentary‘ that 
displays what practitioners of Wokianity, the Democratic Party, and the 
legacy media work day and night to denigrate—the image of productive 
and stable Blacks and Black families. The practitioners of Wokianity love 
to present the image of either Black abject failure, Black rappers, or Black 
entertainers. They will never spend any significant time presenting an 
image of Black professionals who aren’t rappers or entertainers. This is 
by design, and | consider it nothing less than calculated evil. 


Later, | will show you how the influence of a man who was a product of the 
best of Black America impacted me to the point where, although | had 
always flunked math in grammar school and high school, | went on to 
master it in college. Well, they didn’t flunk me in elementary and high 
school, but I'd always get a D. | knew, though, that I'd flunked. 


Despite that awful past in the study of math, Chaka Ra carried on that no- 
nonsense, tough-love, no-excuses tradition of Black America that I'd 
experienced in my neighborhood. His influence led a number of us on to 
success, and some of us, like Jomo (Larry), who became a medical 
doctor, to great success, even long after Chaka’s direct influence over us. 


45 The Secret of Selling to The Negro. Original Internet file: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=E8PBrhFN35c, Archived file: 
https://ia902508.us.archive.org/1/items/the-secret-of- 
selling/The%20Secret%200f%20Selling. pdf 
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The other lesson is what | said before: struggle in nature. |f you know that 
you're faced with what /s or what you've been fold is a racist society, then 
why oh why oh why would you waste your time in non-productive 
activities? Wherever | was in life, | always kept a typewriter and always 
practiced. No, compared to being a nuclear physicist, typing was no big 
deal. But it opened one door after another and tided me over until new 
and different opportunities appeared, including the study of high-level 
physics. 


| always spent time to practice, practice, practice, so that | could face this 
life as it is and win with the tools that | happened to have. If your condition 
is absolutely, almost totally dire, it ain't! Because, as long as you have 
heart and soul, you can pull yourself out of any rut, and on to success! 


What constitutes success? If you’re steadily employed as a security 
guard, or if you’re a self-employed entrepreneur, it’s success, in my book! 
We all deserve leisure time, and I’m not saying that you shouldn't have it. 
Only you can assess your situation. But, to do that, you have to be honest 
with yourself. Be honest with yourself; work hard; and kick ass—1950s 
Chicago style! (Minus the Louisville Slugger. Chucky survived, 
but...probably wasn’t a good idea to bust him upside his bully-a**ed 
head). 


In this book, what I’m not talking about is an old mantra that says that 
“Blacks just don’t work hard enough.” Slavery, Jim Crow, racism, 
discrimination, segregation did hamper the progress of Black folks. And if 
people feel it necessary and valid to keep their focus on those things and 
choose to believe that all of those things exist as perpetual barriers, well, 
that’s their business. 


My focus is war. Sorry. I’m simply not interested in the two false gods, 
BOP and WOP. If you're Black, and BOP and WOP are meaningful to 
you, and you obtain some kind of pleasure [??] from BOP AND WOP, 
that’s just fine. Knock yourself out. | hope they bring you immense joy. 
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Personally, though, my interest is in smashing or catapulting barriers. 
That's what brings me immense joy. And one way that I've removed 
barriers in my life is to first remove the psychological barriers within 
myself. Not wasting time is another important way to remove barriers. 


The first edition of Uncle Tom’s Uncle reveals that | experienced a 
provable form of discrimination, though | had scored No. 3 from the top on 
an electrician’s apprenticeship test, out of an entire county. | was denied 
entry into a five-year electrician’s apprenticeship program. Of course, you 
also read, in that first edition, how | greatly overcame that discrimination 
and went on to success and helped scores of others do the same. 


What happens when Reparations run out, assuming that they're ever 
given to Black folks, which | doubt? Struggle in nature, that’s what 
happens. The war will continue until your dead body lies rotting 
underneath the surface of the earth. So, prepare yourself and your 
children now, so that you will have left a mark on this earth that will last 
after you’re rotting in your grave. This ain’t no playpen out here. 


| fail to see how the demand for, and extension of, Reparations is going to 
restore the individual or collective self-confidence that Blacks who held to 
SHVs possessed, and that caused them to build institutions all over the 
country. | fear that Reparations might open the door for the further 
development of a dependent mindset. 


What I’m talking about is mentality. What is your mentality once 
Reparations checks are handed out? What have you done to rectify, for 
instance, problems that wreak havoc to the family; to marriage? At Dr. 
Boyce Watkins’ YouTube channel there is a video entitled, Why so many 
black people are single—Black experts speak on the issue. Dr. Watkins 
says: 


| personally—maybe I’m just old-fashioned, or unrealistic—but | don't 
really think it’s natural for us to have so many families that are not 
complete. | mean, when you first get together with somebody, and 
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you have a baby, or whatever, your vision is a two-parent household, 
right? You know, marriage, or maybe not marriage. But just 
something that brings the family together; some sort of institution. 


And children /ean on that. Like, children look to, uh, you know, 
people, you know, children look to the adults around them to provide 
that stability that they need in order to feel complete in the world. 
And when that stability’s not there, uh, | really encourage you to think 
about how this affects kids. 


You know, | know that we live in a world where it’s all about me, me, 
me, and I, |, and what / want, and what’s going to make me happy; 
and, I’m just going to say that | didn’t grow up in a household like that 
for sure. You know, | did not, um, you know, that wasn’t my 
experience. And | remember my parents, their view was kind of like, 
you know, “My happiness matters, but the family’s happiness also 
matters.”43 


| encourage the reader to view that video. Reparations or no Reparations, 
there are fundamental ideas, especially for the wealth-building that PRAs 
say were denied our people due to slavery, Jim Crow, racism and other 
forms of marginalization, that must be understood and adopted. What do 
you think will be the case for Black wealth-building if we can’t keep our 
families together? Would Reparations end up being another form of the 
crippling, generational welfare lifestyle that is now openly discussed as 
having been severely detrimental to the Black community? 


’m not saying that the following is a pattern to duplicate, nor am | saying 
that it was a completely healthy pattern. But there was a time in the U.S. 
when people would stay married just for their children. The parents of my 
best childhood friend, Ralph Jenkins, stayed together, in the same 
apartment, even though they had divorced from each other emotionally 
and legally. But they never let Ralph know that. As he grew up, he finally 
figured it out himself, and they also finally told him. 


Louise worked at the post office and Jack was a mechanic. Though they 
lived in the same apartment, they slept in separate beds in separate 
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rooms, across a hallway from each other. How did this arrangement 
affect Ralph, ultimately? 


Ralph grew an interest in photography, as he grew older. He eventually 
enrolled at the Illinois Institute of Technology, which, at that time, was 
among the top ten private engineering colleges in the nation, but it also 
had an excellent photography program. He had a double-major of 
photography and product design. 


One day, his instructor informed the students that the greatest 
photographer in the world at that time, a French photographer, would be 
visiting their class and that they should bring their portfolios for him to see. 
The day came. That photographer walked down each aisle of the class, 
paging through the photographs inside the portfolios of each student. 
When he got to Ralph’s desk, he viewed each of the photographs in 
Ralph’s portfolio, and along the way he would frown at Ralph. After he 
viewed the last photograph, he stared at Ralph for a while, and then said, 
“What are you doing wasting your time in this school?! Magnificent!!!” 
That's family. That's two-parent family. For their child, Jack and Louise 
stayed together. And many times, when I'd go over to his crib to play, 
Jack and Louise would be arguing. We would just laugh. 


My mother and father broke up when | was five or six. But her continued 
contact with us, even though occasional, proved to offer tremendous 
blessings for me and, ultimately, for my children and for many others 
unrelated to me, as you will see later. There was also the block; the 
neighborhood. There were a bunch of “moms” around: Miss Madella, 
Miss Price, Mrs. Mildred, Aunt Gladys, Mrs. McCain, and others. So, 
although | was a latch-key kid, since dad was away working, | was not 
actually without a traditional family, so to speak. 


Yes, | am speaking of an ideal, which not everyone has. Perhaps that 
ideal is a permanent thing of the past, | really do not know. But | believe it 
must be striven for, Reparations or no Reparations. 


Stagger Lee 


The Conservative 


as | experienced it, liberal would not be one of them. If you lived 

during that time, then today, without any reflection, you would 
easily define the Black community of the 1950s as conservative. We 
played it straight down the line, in every way: No scapegoating practices, 
a cultural penchant for hard work, family, religion, and even, perhaps 
strangely, patriotism. | say “strangely” because an outsider would have 


CO: all of today’s labels that could be affixed to 1950s Black America, 
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thought that, due to severe 
racism, segregation, and 
discrimination, Black folks would 
be the least patriotic people in 
America. For the most part, 
most Black folks have always 
wanted to be a part of America. 
During World War Il, Black 
newspapers across the country 
strongly urged Black folks to join 
the military to fight for the 
country against the Axis46. 


Courtesy dontdivideus.com 


My dad believed in the country. Well, he at least expressed hope for the 
country. He’d come home from work, take a shower, get dressed, and 
then sit in his easy chair and read The Chicago American Newspaper. 
Every now and then you’d hear him quietly say, “This racial stuff is going 
to be our country’s Achilles heel.” But as did all Black parents of that era, 
he protected me from the world of race to assure that | could have a 
regular, happy child’s life. 


| really don’t know if | can say that he had patriotism. | think he did. But he 
wasn't blind. He related a story to us about his time in the U.S. Navy. 


It had been required to sign something, or to declare, in some manner, 
that you were in the Navy and would fight against the enemy “for your 
country,” or something like that. He wouldn't sign it. They scheduled him 
to see a psychiatrist, slapped handcuffs on him, and sent him to the brig. 
The day came for his session with the psychiatrist. They walked him, in 
handcuffs, to the psychiatrist's office. 


46 Germany, Italy, and Japan. Five other nations joined the Axis during WWII: 
Hungary, Romania, Bulgaria, Slovakia, and Croatia. 
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In any military, conformity and cohesion must exist, for obvious reasons. 
The job of the psychiatrist, therefore, was not only to assess whether the 
soldier was mentally healthy. His job, as dad told us, was also somewhat 
that of a counsellor/propagandist. He was supposed to coax dad into 
accepting the idea that, as a sailor for the United States Navy, when the 
enemy was encountered, he would bravely and valiantly fight for “his 
country.” 


The session began, and my dad says he sat there—as was the norm for 
him—in a dignified manner, paying close attention to the psychiatrist, 
throwing out a “Yes, sir’ when appropriate, and in general just being 
courteous. At one point, while the psychiatrist was talking, dad stood up 
and walked to the window. The psychiatrist got silent. 


Dad stood, staring out of the window. Without looking back at the 
psychiatrist, dad said, “Come here, Jones...Sir.” Dad called everybody 
Jones. He said, “Look out this window and tell me what you see.” The 
psychiatrist looked, and said, “Well...There’s the brig. There’s the mess 
hall. There’s an ammo area.” The psychiatrist stopped, looked at my dad 
and said, “What are you leading to?” 


Dad replied, “Look again, Sir. What else do you see?” The psychiatrist 
said, “Well, there’s our German prisoners of war, there’s...” At that point, 
dad interrupted the psychiatrist, and said, “Yeah—exactly. Those are 
German prisoners of war, sitting in lawn chairs, drinking Cool-Aid—in 
straws. And as | was walked over here, handcuffed, they pointed at me, 
laughed, and said, “HA, HA, HA!! NEEGAH!!!_ BLACK NEEGAH!!!” 


Dad continued: “Lemme tell you something, Jones...Sir. If I'm facing the 
enemy, the only reason I'll be shooting at him is because he’s shooting at 
me. | will not be shooting at him for God, country, flag, mom’s apple pie, 
Donald Duck‘’, or the U.S. Navy. I'll be shooting to try to save my life and 


47 Popular cartoon character 
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the lives of my fellow sailors. | will do my duty, Sir. But | ain’t signing that 
paper.” Later in life, | was to learn, from Vietnam vets, that, in combat, the 
only thing a soldier is thinking about is the survival of himself and his 
fellow soldiers, ideology be damned 


Dad liked to end that story by claiming that, before it was over, the 
psychiatrist was lying on the couch, and dad was sitting in a chair next to 
him, schooling him on how to deal with his promiscuous, cheating wife. | 
don’t know if that part was true. But one thing that is true: The U.S. Navy 
gave dad an honorable discharge. 


It was clear: As | said, the military must have uniformity. They perceived 
dad as a possible threat—You couldn’t have some Black dude, in the 
1940s, walking around “threatening morale” by claiming that the only 
reason he'll fight is to save his ass and the asses of other sailors. | 
always figured that one reason they gave him an honorable discharge was 
because they respected his intelligence, his candor, his personal dignity, 
and his stated promise to do his duty despite refusing to sign that paper. 


He served his country and did so honorably, without having to lie against 
his own conscience. To be handcuffed as a soldier fighting for your 
country, while German prisoners of war sat there /aughing at you and 
calling you nigger, made my dad’s point. Nevertheless, it was crystal 
clear that Dad was very proud of his service to the country. The Navy 
knew it and honorably discharged him. The picture of him at the head of 
this chapter was his favorite picture. Next to that was his boxing flick. 


Dad was conservative. He spoke conservatively. He dressed 
conservatively. He was not exactly religious, and would only attend 
Church occasionally, and sit in the back, just to support me because I'd 
become very religious. Oh, he could engage in regular American 
conversation with his friends—regular shuck’n and jive’n which would 
often be peppered with curse words, allusions to, or direct reference to, 
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matters of sex, etc. He could shuck and jive with the best of them. But, 
overall, he was very conservative. 


Toxic — and proud of it 


Dad was certainly a man’s man. My favorite thing to see was dad in 
action on Saturday mornings, his favorite time. He’d take his morning 
bath, and then, wearing nothing but his boxing shorts, would shadow box, 
up and down the hallway. To this day | have never seen anyone so fast, 
punching, bobbing and weaving, ducking. It was amazing and always a 
treat. 


When | got grown, | asked Marcus“? a question that was very typical, back 
in the day, that little brothers would ask their big brother, especially if big 
brother, like 
Marcus, was tough. 
| asked him, “Do 
you think you could 
take Daddy 
Cheese?” There 
was no thinking. 
Instantly, he 
replied, “No. Not 


ever.” | said, 

“Really?!” He ' ~~ ee 
goes, “Cheese was _—— Marcus (Left); Dad in middle; Felton, Marcus’s 
too fast, too smart, street mentor (so to speak), on the right 


48 All three men in the picture were successful in life despite any barrier. 
Marcus, at the time | took that flick, was working on his Master’s degree, which 
he did obtain. He now lives in Israel, has taught there, and has a not-for-profit 
which helps people enter the job market. My dad, in the middle, was an expert 
carpenter. Felton, with the straw hat on, owned a large, popular bar (pub). 
Note their enjoyment of being typical black folks of back-in-the-day, shuck’n 
and jive’n, but deadly serious about battling and overcoming in the war of life. 
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and hit too hard. | wouldn’t even dream about tryna take Cheese, even if 
he was blind, had one arm, one leg, and in a wheelchair.” 


That was remarkable! Marcus had earned a strong street rep, in part 
because he had knocked out three dudes, in a fist fight, on 63 & Cottage 
Grove on the south side of Chicago. Cheese had taught Marcus his 
fighting skills. Marcus once told a friend of his who was visiting us, “I got 
my fighting skills from my dad. | got my temper and killer instinct from my 
mom.” The very interesting thing is that dad was coo/l—all the time. He 
very, very rarely showed anger. Yet, he was deadly. 


Dad was an undefeated boxer. But he had a problem that his trainer 
confronted him about. “Nate, | want you to quit the game.” Dad said he 
replied, “For what?” His trainer said, “Because it’s just not for you.” Dad 
replied, “I’m undefeated. What are you talking about?” His trainer said, 
“You're soft.” Dad answered, “What the hell are you talking about, soft?” 


The trainer answered, “I’m talking about your heart, Nate. Listen to me: 
You might think that you can’t be defeated. But, one day, you're gonna 
come across a dude that’s your match. And the only way you're gonna 
win is that your mindset will have to be that your intention is to kill him. 
And unfortunately, Nate, you ain’t got the heart to kill anybody—at least 
not with your fists. Every time you’re on a man, and you’ve subdued him, 
you always call the referee over to stop the fight, because you don’t want 
to hurt your opponent any further. That sh*t ain’t gone hold, Nate.” 


Dad said he got quiet. | remember him telling us that he so much 
respected his trainer that he did get out of the boxing game. 

| remember once, when one of dad’s fights was going to be on TV, 
Marcus wouldn't let me watch it. | whined, but many years later Marcus 
told me he didn’t want me to see dad possibly get hurt, something that | 
figured was impossible. But he was right—anything could have 
happened. 
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Manhood was manhood, back then. There was no such thing as a “toxic” 
male. You were just male, with all the attendant attrioutes: You could 
fight. You dressed well. You treated women with respect. You took care 
of your woman, paying all bills. You worked at whatever gig you could 
find. When | got my first girlfriend, the first thing my grandma said was, 
“Remember, boy: Any woman worth having is worth working for.” There 
was no smile on her face. It was an order she was giving me. 


You were a man, and proud of everything it meant to be a man. For dad, 
his expertise as a carpenter; his six women (at once), who may as well 
had been his six wives; his boxing; his background as a Roosevelt 
University architect student; his control of his temper; his providing for my 
brother and |; his respect for others—all defined him as a man. 


In 1976, the short time | lived in St. Louis, Anmad Saeed, a Muslim mentor 
of mine, used to say to me, “Abu, don’t no man put his wife in an 
apartment. He puts her in a house—if he’s a man.” | used to think, “I 
never read Prophet Muhammad say a damned thing like that.” 
Nevertheless, | vowed that when | got married the second time, my new 
wife would walk into a house, with a 2-car garage. | kept that vow. 


When | moved back to Chicago, | hacked49, driving six days a week, 12- 
14 hours a day from Monday through Saturday, with Sugarbaby’s (my 
grandma) order still in my mind: “Remember, boy: Any woman worth 
having is worth working for.” On Sundays, you could lease a cab for only 
$1.00 if you had driven for the six prior days. The normal lease, back 
then, was $33 per day, plus you had to pay for your own gasoline. | 
banked from $100 to $150 a day clear, after expenses, until | finally 
amassed enough dough to pay for the down payment on my own home. 


| then married a Black Anmadi Muslim woman from Dayton, Ohio. She 
walked into her own home, as Ahmad Saeed told me “must” be the case. 


49 Drove a cab 
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| point this out so the reader will know that the very definition of what a 
man was was shared across the board, no matter which religion a man 
belonged to. Manhood superseded religion. Manhood was religion. 


One of my dad’s favorite songs was Stagger Lee, 
and he would sing it especially on Saturdays, after 
finishing his shadow boxing up and down the 
hallway. Stagger Lee was an actual, turn-of-the 
century Black man named Lee Shelton. Though a 
stone criminal, Stagger Lee, pre-1960s, stood as 
an example of manhood to many Black men of that 
era, going all the way back to the late 1800s, in the 
same way that Jack Johnson and Joe Louis were. 
You can read about Stagger Lee at Wikipedia or 
an encyclopedia or wherever. 


Stagger Lee 


Courtesy i.pinimg.com 


But Stagger Lee was not admired for his criminality. Back in the day, 
there were fewer openly projected images of contemporary strong black 
men to be admired, obviously because of an over-arching unfortunate 
racism that existed. My dad, and a lot of dads, loved that song®®, but not 
because it recounted the true story of the murder of Billy Lyons on 
Christmas eve of 1895 by Stagger Lee. It was the spirit of the song. 


Stagger Lee was admired for his projection of aspects of manhood. It’s 
part of an American sub-cultural “iconography”, you might call it. 
Historically he was known as what would be called a “bad ass.” 


50 | think the best version of the honky-tonk style song, Stagger Lee, was done 
by Tina Turner: Original Internet source: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9Xd_HTUwuOM; Archive file: 
https://ia902500.us.archive.org/11/items/stagger-lee-tina- 
turner_202205/Stagger%20Lee%20--%20Tina%20Turner.pdf. She did another 
version too, but this one is the best. 
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He was an outsider. He dressed magnificently, solidly in the ranks of the 
macks.5’ He was a ladies’ man. He was independent. He was strong. 
He was fearless. Those are the qualities that my dad liked. No one saw 
Stagger Lee’s murder of Billy Lyons as something to emulate. Back then, 
there were no songs produced that attempted to equate murder with 
manhood. 


Today, unfortunately, criminals are held up as heroes. | don’t know when 
that unfortunate habit started in the Black community, but it did not exist in 
pre-1960s Black America, certainly not in my neighborhood. One reason 
was that our people had enough problems with racist perceptions of who 
we were, as a people. So, there was absolutely no toleration for Black 
criminals in the Black community, because Black folks, the elders in 
particular, were very concerned about how our people were viewed by the 
external world. And that was only natural. We had to live with others. 


If a Black person committed a crime, it was seen as an embarrassment, 
and there was nothing that the criminal could do that would elevate him in 
the minds of the Black community. We were constantly under the gun of 
scrutiny, even though our neighborhoods were safe, clean, and our people 
were very conservative, Churchgoing, and productive. We could not 
afford criminals and they were never celebrated. 


The verdict in the George Floyd case was guilty for Derek Chauvin. Case 
closed. But! must be honest and say that, with regard to the notion that 
Mr. Floyd should be honored as a perpetual hero, | am inclined to agree 
with the position and sentiments expressed by Candace Owens®2. Today, 


51 “Mack” has undergone various definitions. The Macks of Stagger Lee’s days 
were pimps, characterized by super stylish dressing. Later, Macks were men 
that did not take all his prostitutes’ monies. He split it with her. | don’t know 
what Mack means today, if anything. Macks (pimps) are not to be respected. 
52 Original Internet Source: 

https://www.youtube.com/watch ?v=JtPfoEVNJ74&t=0s (accessed 13 May 
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even in the Black community, her thoughts may seem foreign. But, to me, 
she embodies the spirit of the community | was raised in in 1950s 
America. She gives me great hope. I’m extremely proud of her. 


My dad gave me a solid picture of steadiness, by his example. He worked 
every day, five days a week. Just seeing that model left a permanent 
imprint on my mind. Most times his carpenter partner friends, either Jack 
or Harold, would pick him up and drive him to whatever construction job 
they were working on. But sometimes he would take his toolbox and 
board public transportation to the job site. 


That was super special! Because when it neared time for him to come 
home, my friend Jimmy and | couldn’t wait until he returned. When we'd 
finally see him coming down the street, carrying that steel toolbox, we'd 
run to greet him. | got first turn. He'd continue walking, carrying his 
toolbox in one hand, but make a muscle with his other arm. | would jump 
up and hang on his big muscle with both hands, as he continued walking 
towards the crib. He’d move the arm | was holding onto back and forth, 
and I'd swing on it for a while as he kept walking towards the crib. Jimmy 
would be anxiously saying, “Do me, do me!!!” I’d jump down, and then 
Jimmy would get the ride. 


The “little” things dad would do 
were not little, such as playing 
“draw” as both of us passed 
each other in the hallway, and 
then quickly turned around to 
draw—pull our “guns” from our 
“holsters”, like in the cowboy 
movies—to see who was the 
fastest. Dad loved “the shoot- 


Father and son play “draw.” Scene from A 
Raisin in the Sun, starring Sidney Portier. 


2022), Archived file: https://ia601808.us.archive.org/28/items/candace- 
floyd/Candace%20Floyd.pdf 
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em-ups’” (TV Westerns) anyway. But it made it super fun that he would 
have fun with me and do so without strain. I'd shout, “I won!”, and just as 
if he was a kid, he’d go, “No you didn’t! ! won! I was the fastest! You 
DEAD!” | would crack up. 


| wish that | could put into words the effect such interactions with my dad 
had on my psyche. | don’t know the words, except to say that it was 
powerfully positive and lasting. It would be interesting to know what a 
psychologist would say. Well, unfortunately, these days he or she would 
probably say, “Toxic male syndrome.” Well, | would say to them, “I shall 
take it any day, over your new order’53 


In fact, | think we need some toxic male syndrome in the United States, 
these days, what with young, pouty-faced, White Antifa thugs and Black 
BLM thugs slinging Molotov cocktails at Wendy’s outlets [Glad | don’t eat 
fast food]. | suspect that both White and Black, young cocktail-throwers 
have dad issues. It would be interesting for some expert to do a study. 


Back in the day, no matter the neighborhood, no matter the race, one of 
the mottos of parents was, “My job is to work. Your job is to play.” It just 
was a Cultural thing that play separated adults from children. But some 
dads, like my dad, were different. He worked, of course, every day, as | 
said, but occasionally he would come outside and play, the only dad on 
the block to do so. 


He’d race. He’d pitch the ball at a game we boys would play across the 
street, behind Antioch Baptist Church, in a big vacant lot. One thing that 
went down in the history of Indiana Street, between 51st & 524, was the 
time dad raced with Cookie. Her real name was Naren. She had won a 
trophy in track at her high school. Nobody could beat Cookie racing. 


53 Quote from the main character, Sir Percival Blakeney, of the 1982 movie, The 
Scarlet Pimpernel. 
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The entire block came out for that one, including parents. “Get on your 
mark....get set....GO!” And they were off! Cookie shot out and got 
ahead. But not for long. Dad caught up with her and they were neck and 
neck for most of the race. And it would have stayed that way to the finish 
line and been a draw or a narrow win for one of them. But dad suddenly 
tripped and fell. 


That’s the only reason Cookie won. Dad fell onto the concrete sidewalk, 
but since he was a “toxic male” (ahem) it didn’t hurt him. Aw, man! The 
whole block was whooping and smiling and “gimme five”’n each other. 
That was the extension of the Black nuclear family—The Black 
community, whose influence on us kids produced success. 


Marcus (Yeshiah) lives in Israel. Years ago he emailed me to tell me to 
meet him at Midway Airport, because he was flying in to visit family and 
friends. Normally I'd rent a car or van, and when he arrived, we'd drive to 
see mom. Dad had passed. We'd drive to see some of his old friends, 
like Felton, whom you saw in the picture. We'd also go to the old 
neighborhood and just walk around, reminiscing. 


How utterly sad it was when, before he came, | had to call him in Israel, 
and say, “Yeshiah, | gotta drop this on you, brother-brother: It ain’t safe 
anymore on the south side. We can go, and that’s cool with me, no 
problem. But felt that | should let you know.” He answered, “I do know.” 


Some of the members of his religious group had pulled his coat about the 
situation. We went anyway, walked around the hood, and everything 
turned out okay. But, just to have to fell him how our own Black 
community, where we were raised, had become so dangerous was highly 
uncomfortable and embarrassing. 


Dad believed in humanity. When | became a scowl-faced, fire-breathing 
Black nationalist/"Black militant,” Dad was highly disappointed in me. He 
would say, “Boy, you don’t have to hate the White man. To get through 
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life, just use your head.” He had solid principles, and he lived by them. 
His wisdom was astounding. 


Dad could say things in ten words or less, and it would be a wealth of 
wisdom. Years would pass, his prophecies would come true, and I'd 
return to the family home and say, “Cheese, how did you know?!” He'd 
always answer, “I wrote the book. | changed your diapers.” In other 
words, he’d lived life, and he knew me. There were many Black parents 
like that back then. And their influence brought success to their children. 


Know your stuff 


Dad projected self-dignity, courtesy and respect to others. He told stories 
that spoke to the qualities he exhibited by example. In Chicago, building 
was always happening in the downtown area, and my dad generally 
stayed amply employed. 


Once, when he was out of work, he dressed Jake*4 and walked to a 
downtown construction site. You would always see men, including Jaked- 
up businessmen, watching a building go up while they were on their lunch 
break. Dad stood there, with the other spectators, and watched the men 
working on the site. 


He noticed something but waited until lunch time. At lunch time, he 
walked onto the site, something that was illegal. It was trespassing. He 
walked around the site examining the way certain areas of the 
construction were being handled. He asked someone, “Where's the Sup,” 
i.e., the supervisor. 


He walked over to where the guy had pointed and said to the Sup, politely, 


“Good afternoon. Do you have a moment?” The Sup replied, “No / dont, 
and you're trespassing!” Dad calmly and respectfully replied, “My 


54 Formally. In his case, a suit and a tie. 
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apologies.” Dad pointed and said, “But, you're going to have a problem 
over there near that blocking.”55 The Sup responded, “Sir, thank you for 
your expert advice, but you need to leave the site.” Dad left. 


He came back the next week, wearing his pinstripe suit, his red tie, his 
matching red socks, his cool shades, and joined the crowd watching the 
construction. The Sup noticed him in the crowd, walked over to dad, and 
said, “You working anywhere now?” Dad answered, “Nope.” The Sup 
said, “Well, you are now. If you wanna start today, go over to the trailer, 
suit up, and grab a tool belt. You're hired.” 


Dad did just that. The Sup explained to him that the blocking that my dad 
had pointed out was being done poorly had failed. | have absolutely no 
idea, quite frankly, what exactly had happened. | just remember dad 
saying “blocking.” He could have been talking about something that was 
being ill-constructed near the blocking, | really can’t remember. He was 
always teaching, by example, that if you were courteous and if you “use 
your head,” you'd obtain good results. Simple, but effective SHV. 


Dad had studied architecture at Roosevelt University, in Chicago, and, as 
such, was a cut above the regular carpenter. He would sometimes 
encounter problems with arrogant architects on construction sites. In 
construction, nobody questioned the blueprints of the architect. Nobody 
but my dad! On some sites, dad, in surveying an architect's blueprints, 
would politely tell the Sup, “This isn’t going to work.” 


All the supervisors on construction jobs were White males. They would 
cringe at the thought of questioning an architect’s blueprints (habituated 
compliance). “Nate, please—ust put it up,” and they'd be looking around, 
afraid that the architect might show up. Sometimes, if the architect were 
on site, dad would go directly to the architect and say, always politely, 


55 Blocking is some kind of construction technique to join, fill or reinforce the 
building structure. 
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“Hey, Jones, | was just looking at your blueprint. And it looks like...” and 
he would explain the errors he’d seen on the blueprint. 


This might infuriate the architect. He said that one time, the architect 
turned “all kinds of shades of red,” as dad put it, when dad tried to warn 
him about a mistake on the blueprints. The architect said, “Look, Mr. 
Chism, | didn’t spend five years studying architecture to come out here 
and make mistakes!! PUT IT UP!” Dad would go along with the program, 
and the crew would put it up, and in a couple of weeks it would have to be 
redone. Two bottom-line teachings of dad were, “Know your stuff’ and 
“Maintain your dignity.” 


Judge a man as he comes to you 


Sometimes, construction work during the Spring and Summer would be 
slower than usual. So, many construction workers would draw 
unemployment compensation benefits, during the winter, until the Spring 
broke. Sometimes money would get tight. 


There was a corner store on the northwest corner of 51st & Indiana, called 
Benson’s. Benson was the name of the White owner of the store. In 
winters, when dad’s money was tight, for the reasons just mentioned, he 
would send one or both of us to Benson’s. He’d say, “Go up to Benson’s 
and get two half-gallons of milk, two loaves of bread, a box of Cheerios, 
and a carton of Camels5®. And tell Benson | said to put it on the card.” 


“The card” was an index card upon which Benson would write the total of 
our grocery bill, and file it until dad’s work situation improved again, 
usually by the Spring. This occurred several winters, as | recall, when | 
was a kid. My dad never saw White people as inherently evil and corrupt. 
“Judge a man as he comes to you.” 


56 Brand of Cigarettes 
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Had dad not done that; had he assumed that Benson was “just another” 
whatever, we would not have had the convenience of enlisting the help of 
a friend. | say friend, because occasionally Benson would come to the 
crib and have dinner with us. (Maybe he just wanted to ask dad how to get 
women). 


Fast forward. Decades later | was walking down Van Buren Street, in 
downtown Chicago. | saw a young Black man standing in front of a 
jewelry store. He was well-dressed and looked very dignified. Because 
things had deteriorated in Black America, | always liked to check out a 
young dude who looked like he had something going for himself, so | 
started a conversation when | reached where he was standing in front of 
the jewelry store. 


It turned out that he worked in that store and was its manager. | said, 
“Wow, that’s cool! How did you even get involved in jewelry? You don't 
see any Black men managing a jewelry store.” He answered, “My dad 
taught me the business.” Then something from inside of the store caught 
his peripheral vision. He turned, looked inside the store, and said, “Here 
comes my dad now.” 


When his dad came out, | immediately recognized him. | said to him, “I 
bet you don’t know who | am.” He smiled, with a little frown of curiosity, 
and said, “Well...no, | don’t think so.” | go, “You remember Nate—Nate 
on 51s?” He looked at me for a while and said, “Ronnie?” | go, “Yep!” It 
was Benson. 


Benson was the owner of that jewelry store. He had married a Black 
woman and had a son by her. Obviously, dad had schooled him well. He 
had sold his grocery store and obtained his own jewelry business. And, 
over time, he taught his Black son how to manage it. Judge the man as 
he comes to you. 
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Today, some Black intellectuals have cast White people as the perpetual 
enemies of Black people, which is a fiction. These intellectuals 
unknowingly threaten the security of the United States by creating 
unnecessary division. “Judge a man as he comes to you” means to not 
pre-judge someone, and to determine his character by your observation of 
him, and your interaction with him. Don’t stereotype. 


If you can read minds, fine. But, other than that, don’t assume anything 
about a person. I’ve had a bunch of White folks, during my life, extend 
help to me. And | am not talking about bleeding-heart White liberals (Sorry 
to say this, but they are often, if not usually, more a hindrance than help). 
One White dude wanted to take me under his wings, when | was still in 
high school, and show me how to work in a legitimate multi-level 
marketing company called Amway Corporation. 


Some multi-level marketing companies are great. Some operate pyramid 
schemes that are rip-offs and actually illegal. Amway was legitimate. He 
was going to start me in his ‘downline’ with basic sales. Good multi-level 
marketing companies do not like using the word “sales,” because the 
product, if it’s good, sells itself. But his ultimate goal was for me to get 
into industrial “sales.” Industrial sales spelled serious dough. The 
company either creates a new territory for you to service, or you'll take 
over the territory of someone who has moved on for some reason. You're 
called a “sales manager,” and you service companies in your region by 
routinely checking to see if they need to be stocked up with a product they 
buy from your company regularly, or you introduce them to new products 
that your company has created. 


Gerald Delieden was a White dude who got me into Continental Can. He 
got me there as a cooperative education student trainee in engineering. 


At Can, there was an engineer there named Ronald Karka. He was a 
paraplegic. He was the best engineer there, and the youngest. The other 
older engineers virtually hated him because he was clearly better than 
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they were despite the years of engineering experience they had over him. 
His talent was, of course, his engineering expertise. But his other talent— 
and this is why, | think, he was better than the other engineers—was his 
personality when talking to Shop, where the parts were actually made. 

He had an excellent rapport with the men in Shop. He also had big 
respect for their judgement. After all, they would be the ones machining 
the parts. 


He’d be “on the board,” meaning the drafting board (no CAD-CAMS? back 
then) drawing out a part; working out the intricate math when consulting 
with the Arab mathematician in the next-door office. But he was always 
smart enough to take the time to go to Shop and confer with them on the 
design, where the part would eventually be made. And he’d always take 
me with him, despite the two crutches he needed to get around. 


Karka took a big interest in me. He would take me all over Can—to Shop; 
to its massive library; to the Arab mathematician’s office (You'd be 
surprised how much goes into making a can!); to the lab of a self-taught 
Black physicist. That’s right: self-taught. Back in the day, there were 
hobby shops, technical magazines you could subscribe to, etc. Plus, that 
physicist was just a genius—very nerdy, but a nice dude. 


One day, Karka sat me down and said, “Ron, | want to mentor you 
through your engineering. I'll stick with you. Listen: the traditional way to 
really learn engineering is OJT.58 Come to work at Can full-time. You can 
take your college engineering courses at night. It will take an extra couple 
of years to get your degree. But the advantage is that you'll be working 
here, full-time, making good money. And if you have any problems with 
your courses, /’l/ help you with them.” 


57 Computer Aided Design and Computer Aided Manufacturing 
38 On-the-job training. 
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It's possible that Karka saw me as “paraplegic,” perhaps, due to the 
hurdles that were put before Black folks in America, hurdles our parents 
had trained us to overcome. | prefer, though, not to overly-psychologize. 
In my view, he was simply being a human being. And if he did make the 
offer because he saw me as he saw himself, fine. It was a great offer. 
Probably someone had helped him along the way. 


Greg Cooke and Rose Haftka of the Illinois Institute of Technology; the 
people at Lexicon, Inc (You'll read something about that later); a White 
Jewish meat-packing place where | worked as a Word Processor, and 
where | was offered a job for life; Lever Brothers, Inc., which made 
toothpaste, and where | was offered a laborer’s job for life, by the White 
HR head, because of my work ethic that my dad taught me; A White 
woman that | had as a passenger in my cab when | hacked, and who, 
without having to do so, got me out of a big jam by hiring me to work in the 
purchasing department of one of the branches of the University of Illinois: 
the White Deans of the University of Illinois, and you'll read about that too 
later, and others were all decent human beings, not the perpetual, 
inherently racist caricatures invented by the adherents of the religion of 
Wokianity. To young Black people: Avoid paranoia; avoid pre-judging. 


And it was because of my dad’s teaching to “take a man as he comes to 
you” that | had some good, and great, experiences in life. You judge a 
person as he comes to you, until he proves he’s an a**hole. Not 
everybody wakes up in the morning planning to f*ck over you. Life is not 
like that. Keep yourself open. And beware of the racial games being 
played in our society at this time. Those games are destructive, and 
they're going to take our country to hell if we don’t get ahold of that sh*t. 


One thing that really bothers me about the mindset of those who worship 

WOP and BOP is just that: their worship of those two, non-existent, false 

gods. Black Wokianity adherents demean themselves and demean Black 
people at large by presenting the false and non-existent White oppressor 
god as the all-controlling figure that automatically renders Black folks 
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impotent—devoid of intelligence, strength, and the energy to thrive in this 
world. This is insulting. 


The Black Wokianity adherent, especially some of the Black intellectual 
elite in the rarefied halls of academia, project to our people the specter 
that we have no power on this earth other than the power to whine, blame, 
and beg*®. And although the convention known as Reparations is 
recognized around the world as a legitimate tool to use to apply 
“reparative justice” to those wronged, I’m sorry, but the quest for 
Reparations, in the U.S., resembles begging to me. 


| fully understand that it’s perceived as a legitimate way to demand a 
“debt” that is perceived to be “owed” to Black people. Perhaps that’s a 
legitimate perspective. | just happen not to see it that way. Reparative 
justice has been applied in places like poor areas in Indonesia where 
people are financed and helped, by the government, for little trades that 
they develop. So, | understand that reparative justice is considered 
legitimate all around the world. Fine. 


| was molded by a certain class of 1950s Black folks, who encouraged 
their children to strive to be the best in everything, whether it was a trade, 
or a profession that required obtaining an academic degree. A common 
(but perhaps unfortunate) expression you'd hear back then was, “If all you 
know how to do is be a ho (whore; prostitute), then be the BEST ho!!”60 


I'll give one more example, and this includes three things: Not prejudging; 
not being racially paranoid; and not short-changing yourself, meaning to 


58 Sometimes, the “demanding” of some of the Black intellectual elite 
resembles begging. Maybe it’s not, but that’s how it looks to me. 

60 Hopefully, you won’t be a ho. But if you are one, or “have” to become one, 
try to find tricks that only want you to tickle them and will pay you $500 for 30 
minutes of it. Oh, they’re out there. That would make you a good, successful 
ho. Save your earnings and then go get a trade, an academic degree, or open 
up a legitimate (or “legitimate”) business. GOOD LUCK!! 
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not believe that you “can’t” do something. | decided that | wanted to try to 
have my own business, operating out of my own home that | had 
purchased with my hacking dough. | had a computer, a printer, and mail- 
merge software. | had mastered it not only by working on jobs, but by 
practicing in my free time. 


| decided to try something I’d never done before. On June 27, 1977, the 
U.S. Supreme Court handed down its decision in Bates v. State Bar of 
Arizona, which struck down prohibitions against advertising by attorneys. 
| think it was around 1985 that | decided to do something | had never tried 
before. 


| created some letterhead, as fancy as | could, and sent 500 introductory 
letters to 500 law firms and lawyers, informing them that “TextMaster is 
open for business” and that | would be happy to service their company by 
processing their advertising mailings. Thanks to my dad, | did not make 
the assumption that, “Ain’t no White folks gone do business with no Black 
man!” | had no such assumption whatsoever in my mind. 


| had never been in business before. So, | had no track record 
whatsoever. But, you know, theatre can work on paper too. | built myself 
up, but it was legitimate: | did have great expertise at the use of mail- 
merge software. It had become second nature to me. 


One day, | received a phone call. It was from one of the lawyers, or the 
business manager, of Lawrence W. Korrub & Associates law firm, which, 
at that time, was located at 343 S. Dearborn, in downtown Chicago. We 
made an appointment for the next day, and | went there Jaked up. 


When | arrived there and she took me into her office, she was talking to 
me with ease, informally, as if ! was a colleague that she’d known for 
years. “Yeah, excuse the mess here,” she said as she was stepping over 
boxes of stuff. “Okay, what we have here is a mailing list of....”. Wow! 
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Despite my not having any pre-judging in my mind, | was still surprised. 
I'd never negotiated anything business-wise. 


Well, we quickly agreed on pricing, and the next day | arrived with what 
was then called floppy disks (computer storage media). She directed me 
to their computer. | downloaded their mailing list to my floppy disks, took 
them home, and processed their mailing on my equipment. | was in 
business. And | can’t tell you how powertu! it felt to receive my first check, 
not as an employee, but, rather, as an independent businessman. That 
check was made out to TextMaster. |’d obtained a business license. 


The first day | walked into that office, that woman did not blink an eye. 
Times had changed, and my parents, just by virtue of their character, had 
prepared me for that change. | wouldn’t have to grab anyone by the 
collar, as my mom had done, though it might have been fun to do so. 


Keep your eyes opened. Always look for opportunities to improve. A 
Black woman at Korrub’s told me about something called user groups. 
User groups were gatherings of people in a particular field, like Word 
Processing, who would assemble somewhere, like a hotel, and there an 
expert would train them, for free, in the latest updates of a software 
package. 


Software was being developed rapidly, constantly changing and being 
updated, and it paid for corporations to sponsor such free updates. | went 
to my first one at the old Bismark Hotel, in downtown Chicago, thanks to 
that woman wiring me up. | was the only Black there. Nobody gave a sh*t 
about my color. It was all about /earning and keeping up with the latest 
software updates so that you could remain marketable. Technology was 
changing everything—at lightning speed. 


| very fully understand the hurdles. There are regular life hurdles that will 
always be there. Deal with them. 
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Ugly games have been played, such as the development of the mass 
incarceration industry, which politicians should see as a blight on 
American society in the sight of the world. | know what's happening. 
People have different experiences, and it could be the unfortunate set of 
circumstances that they had no control over—laws skewed more in favor 
of the elite; a rough family life; a surrounding toxic environment, and other 
things—that threw a wrench in their lives and pushed them into various 
problems. The stories at Mark Laita’s YouTube channel, Soft White 
Underbelly, as mentioned earlier, offer sad accounts of people that, 
through no fault of their own, suffered tremendous dysfunction in early 
family life. 


In fact, | had the incredible honor, for a 
short period of time, to work with the great 
Michelle Alexander, in an effort to persuade 
a Baha’i millionaire to join in on a plan to 
help create a special program for Black 
prisoners designed to eventually get them 
into the job market, once freed. Of course, 
Michelle Alexander Mrs. Alexander, a legal scholar and a 

Courtesy commondreams.org member of the Baha’i Faith religion, has 

committed her life to the reform of the 

prison system and to the upliftment of Black people, God Bless her. 
Honestly, I'd never seen anybody, in my entire life, work as hard for Black 
folks as Michelle did. She'd get sick, and if you suggested for her to slow 
down, it was a wasted suggestion, and she’d continue working, as well as 
keeping to a grueling appearance schedule. | know what the deal is in our 
country. But, as Judge Joe Brown would put it, “Man up!” Life is what it 
is: War. 


Incidentally, my dad successfully retired from the Carpenter's Union of 
Chicago, receiving every benefit due him including his pension. He lived 
out his days with his mom, Emma Chism, whom we called Sugarbaby, 
using his skills to improve the family home at 9201 S. Perry. 
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He single-handedly built the addition you see below, boxed in white. 
That's where his brother, my uncle Booker, stayed. The room was fully 
heated and air conditioned. Dad had his own sense of humor. He let me 
help—a little bit—while he was building that addition. | would sometimes 
comment about some part of the construction, “Il can’t see how you're 
going to get that done,” and he would reply, “Oh ye of little faith.” 


Our former Family home 


Chaka Ra 


Get it done!! 
Courtesy captionsgram.com 


joined in 1969, the Afro-American New Society, when | was 19 
years old. It was a time when the fervor of Black consciousness, 
Black nationalism, Black cultural nationalism, etc., was at a fever pitch. 
He ran his own small-business printing company, servicing individuals and 
businesses on the south side, primarily, from the large back room of a 
storefront at 555 E. 75" Street where he had his printing equipment. 


C haka Ra was the President of the Black nationalist organization I'd 


Our meeting area was in the front room of that storefront. Our Black 
nationalist program was to sever seven states, in the south, as an 
independent nation for Black people. Chaka told us that it was “legal,” 
according to the United Nations, for a people to invoke the right of self- 
determination through “de facto partition” and attempt to create our own 
nation. True or not, we believed it and we worked for it. There were other 
such literally nationalist organizations, such as The Republic of New Africa 
and The Nation of Islam (more popularly known as the “Black Muslims.”) 
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Also, back then, there were islands 
for sale, for as little as $50,000. So, 
Chaka had an island-buying program 
also, in which we would raise money 
to purchase an Island, and there we ie 
would set up our headquarters, pi 

broadcasting into the U.S. mainland 

to Black radio stations, encouraging 

Black people to move back down 

south to our “ancestral homeland.” Our “nation” 

The first phase of Chaka’s program 

would take 50 years. Obviously, Courtesy brokersunlimited.com 
Chaka thought big. The Nation of 

Islam wanted five states. We wanted seven: Tennessee, North Carolina, 
Mississippi, Alabama, Georgia, South Carolina, and Florida. 


One day, at a regular Sunday meeting, we were all seated, waiting for 
brother Wole to start the meeting. But, instead, Chaka came out from the 
back room. Something was different. He was carrying a yellow legal- 
sized pad of paper. He started reading: 


“Here are your assignments. They will require obtaining junior college or 
college degrees: 


“Jomo, you will become a medical doctor. Kataka, you will become an 
architect. LaChumbay, you will become a lawyer...” 


At this point, we were all looking at each other, quietly startled. Chaka 
had given no heads-up on this. “Statrice, you will become an inhalation 
therapist. Patrice, you will become a machinist. Abu, you will become an 
engineer...” 


We had all chosen African names. | had chosen the name Abu Mwezi 
Amwana. Back in the day it had become popular to choose an African 
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name as part of your new-found identity as an “African,” and as an 
expression of your independence from “the White man.” 


| raised my hand. Chaka, annoyed, said, “What?” | said, a bit nervously, 
“Uh, Chaka, | don’t understand. College? To drive a train?” The only 
engineer I’d ever heard of was the position of train driver for the ‘L’ 
(elevated) train of the Chicago Transit Authority. It certainly would be fun 
driving a train, especially through Chicago’s subway. | figured that Chaka 
had envisioned having a train system on our island. Chaka just stared at 
me amoment. “Abu, it’s an applied science. Get it done.” 


“Monifa, you will obtain a degree in mathematics...” and the assignments 
went on and on and on, for each person in the AANS®. After Chaka gave 
out the assignments, he turned around and started walking back to the 
back room to his printing machines. It was a Wtf62 moment. We were 
looking at each other, some sighing, others shrugging their shoulders. | 
stood up and quickly followed him to the back. 


“Chaka, uh...Chaka, | can’t do a science. Science includes math, Chaka, 
and | flunked math in elementary school and high school. They just let me 
pass with a D. | have no ability in math. | can’t comprehend it, Chaka. | 
don’t want to try going into something that’s a science, and then end up 
flunking. It would be a waste of time and a disservice to our Black nation.” 


Chaka’s back was to me, as he was now working on his printing machine. 
He stopped, turned around to look at me, and said, “Why are you 
attempting to start a conversation with me? You have your assignment. 
Get it done.” 


This was madness, | thought. | didn’t even know where to begin. And | 
told him that. “Chaka, | mean, how am I....” He sighed, frustrated, and 


61 Maybe 80% of the members did go on to complete their assignments, even 
though the AANS would be disbanded. 
62 “What the F*CK?!” 
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said, “Abu, go to Wilson. It’s a junior college. There you will be able to 
make up your deficiencies, after which you can transfer to the University 
of Illinois and begin your engineering studies.” | said, “But, Chaka, | don’t 
even know where I’m going. | mean, you’re talking about ‘engineering,’ 
and...” This time, he was more “helpful,” if it can even be called that. 


“Abu, the University of Illinois is on Taylor Street, in the Italian 
neighborhood. Go over there. There is a bookstore there. You will see a 
rack that has a stack of course catalogs. Those catalogues contain the 
list of courses for each field of study at that university. Look in that 
catalogue for engineering. We need you to study either mechanical or 
electrical engineering, | don’t care which one. Look at the requirements 
for entering the university, as well as the requirements for entering the 
engineering college. 


“When you finish your Junior college studies, you will then transfer your 
credits to the University of Illinois and do whatever else needs to be 
done—whatever tests need to be taken—to get started studying 
engineering. Our nation will need engineers. Now, | have a print job to 
get out for a customer. And if you have any other questions, don’t ask 
me. Get it done.” 


He turned around and went back to working on his printing machine. | 
stood there for a moment, amazed that he knew such details about 
college entry. Case closed. Chaka’s influence, like mine, had been 
SHVs, 1950s: tough love, no nonsense, no bitching, no excuses—Get it 
done. 


| first spent a year working at U.S. Steel Gary Works, in Gary, Indiana, the 
largest steel mill in the world at that time, saving money to both support 
my wife and have money for college, sometimes working double-time, 16- 
hour workdays, when Robert Dutcher, the supervisor of the Mason 
Department, would shout, “Anybody wanna double?!!” | had met my wife 
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in the AANS, and we quickly got busy and had children. During the year 
that I'd worked at U.S. Steel, the AANS had disbanded. 


| moved back to Chicago. | patched up my math skills at Wilson Jr. 
College, as well as performed independent study, as Chaka had 
instructed me to do. I’d taken the ACT test, gotten accepted to and 
enrolled in the University of Illinois Circle Campus and started working 
hard towards my goal. | had several incentives. Firstly, to improve my 
family’s economic lot. Secondly, to do my duty, as a Black nationalist, to 
finish the assignment Chaka had given to me, even though the AANS had 
disbanded. None of it was easy, but | got it done. 


The year | entered the University of Illinois Circle Campus, now called the 
University of Illinois at Chicago, the first thing | did was go to its library to 
read the charter of the University. | wanted to know where | was at; what 
was the underlying philosophy, if any, of the University. And | read 
something that would change the lives of many black and “minority-group” 
students at that university. 


The University of Illinois Circle Campus was an urban commuter campus, 
dedicated to the people in the community. In my mind, that translated to 
me and Black folks. Truth be told, though, the adjacent community was 
Italian, and the Italians were /ivid that their neighborhood was gradually 
being changed by the ever-expanding university, not to their liking and not 
with their permission. 


Nevertheless, still a Black nationalist, | had a commitment to Black people 
wherever | was, especially in a university environment. | met Dennis 
Daniels. At the time, he was the Assistant to the Dean for Minority-Group 
Students. Dennis was one of those smooth cats who could sit, with ease, 
Jaked up, in a meeting with the Deans of the engineering colleges, exhibit 
great intelligence, speak perfect “King’s English,” and exhibit pristine 
courtesy. 
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But Dennis, who held a degree in Geography, had another side, and that 
would eventually come out. He was one of those Black men who could 
switch roles, from Jaked-up sophisticated intellectual to virtually a kick-ass 
gangster, if that’s what the situation took. | would soon see a 
demonstration of that, and | would sit there shocked. Perhaps more 
importantly, Dennis knew when to play which role. 


After | read U of I’s charter, | went into some deep contemplation. | 
decided that | wanted to start an association of Black engineering 
students—like sort of a Black fraternity. We would be hardcore serious 
and demanding of ourselves as students, dedicated to matriculating 
through the tough engineering curricula there, and dedicated to each other 
for the same. | wanted to call it, The Association of Black Engineers. 


Dennis was totally cool with it, except for one thing. “Ronald, I’m so glad 
you came to this University, because I’d been seriously thinking about 
forming such an association. But here’s the reality: We can’t call it The 
Association of Black Engineers. We'd have to call it something like, The 
Association of Minority Engineers.” 


| blew up—but only inside. My jaws were tight. | was salty. | knew that 
this Association was going to exist. But this idea of including every damn 
group that considered itself a “minority” pissed me off. 


| saw this inclusion of everybody and dey mamma, as we used to say in 
the hood, as a watering down of what our people needed. | didn’t like the 
idea of being called a “minority,” because, in my mind, this represented 
something like a trick that was “designed,” | felt, to water down the rightful 
attention to our people and our specific needs by including others®°. 


63 Dr. Claud Anderson, author of PowerNomics, Black Labor/White Wealth, and 
Dirty Little Secrets, contends, to this day, that the “minority” label has been 
used to avoid adequately addressing the specific problems of Black folks, as | 
believed was the case in the 1970s. Is he correct? For me, it barely matters. 
We have to solve our problems. Will the government help? Do we have an 
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Dennis was like maybe eight years older than me, around Marcus's age. 
He read my expression and started chuckling. He goes, “Ronald, don't 
worry about it. Most likely, ain't nobody gone join the Association anyway, 
except Black folks. But to get the Association going, we have to accept 
the climate.” | had total confidence in Dennis, though | still didn’t like the 
idea of a “minority” Association. | guess it was the “Black nationalist 
blood” in me, as well as the atmosphere of those times. 


There were two more steps, and they were pretty much routine 
requirements of the University. First, we’d have to officially register as a 
campus organization. The second requirement was to announce, 
somehow—like on a bulletin board, or something, | can’t remember—that 
our new organization existed. Included in that announcement was a date 
that open debate about the new campus organization could take place, 
and any student could come to raise objections if they wished to. | didn’t 
like that, but it was campus law. It was probably the same at all state-run 
colleges. 


Dennis assured me, “Ronald, it’s merely routine. The Association is a 
done deal. We just have to go through these routines. Besides, there will 
probably be no more than a handful of people that'll show up.” | became 
the first President of the Association of Minority Engineers. 


Well, before the date of that meeting, Dennis, myself, and some other 
Black folks, men and women, who were interested met to plan things 
out—a budget, when we would meet, where we would meet, what, if any 
equipment we would need, how to start a technical library for the 
Association, etc. We had no idea about budget, and all that Dennis would 
say, in the meeting, is, “Don’t worry about that.” That bugged me, but | 
trusted him. 


effective Black political party? No. Can, and should, one be created? Yes. Will 
| wait for one to form? NO. I’m at war—now. It’s now the job of young Black 
folks to carry the baton, for themselves, their people, and America. 
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Well, the date of the open campus meeting came. And even to Dennis's 
surprise there were way more than just a “handful” of people there. 
Lecture center E-1, | think, is where the open campus meeting was held. 
Contrary to Dennis’s prediction, there was standing room only in that large 
lecture hall. Most of the students attending were White. My jaws were 
tight. 


| would speak, and then Dennis would speak. Dennis was sharp. He saw 
us as a team, with me acting as the heavy, and he acting as the smooth 
orator. The meeting started, and it was not long before it was all shouting, 
with one White student after another, hollering such things as, “Why can’t 
you just be AMERICAN!! Why do you have to talk about MINORITY!!” 
That was always a standard way that Whites who were perceived as anti- 
Black, back in the day, would try to destroy anything Blacks wanted to do 
as a people. That was my perspective at the time. 


! was on the stage. And | was not Dennis, who would speak after | spoke, 
and would be the gentleman. | was jabbing my finger in the air, trying to 
be like and ook like Malcolm X. | was smart enough to shoot down every 
objection. “Yeah, you White folks have your fraternities, on campus, and 
you have ‘the files.” 


They didn’t know that / knew about “the files.” They were cabinets filled to 
the brim with previous final examinations that White fraternity brothers 
would donate to their fraternity after the professor had handed back their 
graded exams at the end of a quarter. Everyone knew that engineering 
and science exams rarely changed in any significant manner. And even if 
they did, you were dealing with an applied science, engineering. It wasn’t 
sociology, where you can wax philosophical, and speculate and theorize, 
etc., although that’s a bit of a stereotype. 


Sophisticated sociological models, using high-level statistical analyses 
and the tool of computers, were integrated into the study of sociology. But 
it wasn’t engineering. Engineering was much heavier. 
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Engineering was purely math and science. The answer to a problem is 
either right or wrong. There was no such thing (and the professors would 
tell you this) as “But, | got everything right on that problem, except the final 
answer.” In one class that | had, | heard one professor say something to a 
student that had whined that “I got everything right except...” The 
professor said to him, “Tell that to the mourning family of the deceased 
who was killed in a car accident because you ‘almost’ designed the motor 
right.” 


So, if a professor “changed” a final exam so that it would be “different” 
than other finals, in truth no such change could actually be possible. Math 
was math. Science was science. If you had the problem-solving abilities, 
then “the files” were “study guides.” If you didn’t have the problem-solving 
skills, but could memorize, you could at least pass the course with a C- 
grade, sometimes, especially if a professor happened to have not 
changed a single thing on an exam from previous quarters, which 
sometimes happened. In truth, as Dennis and | saw it, “the files” were 
nothing more than a way of cheating; a way to help frat brothers 
“succeed.” 


After | mentioned the files, the room was full of angry red faces. | guess | 
wasn’t supposed to know about the files. But this was a university 
campus, and people ta/ked. There was this one White guy who, for some 
reason, was the biggest objector of them all to our having our Association. 
| was wondering, “What the hell is wrong with this man?! What threat 
does our Association pose?” He seemed totally irrational. 


’'d done my job well. I'd stood there, taken it, and battered down all 
objections. Now it was Dennis's turn. He would be smooth, measured, 
intellectual, rational, calm, and professional. He stood up from his chair, 
walked to the podium, loosened his tie, and the first words that spilled 
from his mouth were, 


“You motherf*ckers, you!!!” 
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| thought, “Awwww, SH*T!! He’s blown it!” | knew that / could put it 
down, but | was not expecting that from Dennis, especially using foul 
language, which | had not done in my presentation! In fact, | got nervous, 
thinking that he had royally gone way too far, and had destroyed the 
Association before it even got started. 


But, you know, this was Chicago. It certainly wasn’t as if any Chicagoan 
sitting in that lecture hall hadn’t heard or used the word motherf*cker 
before or hadn't been in, or watched, a fistfight. But | swear, he had me 
thinking that he was gonna run out into the audience and start physically 
kicking some ass! | sat there and thought, “This is not what was 
supposed to happen!” He was supposed to back me up with smooth. 
Had he done it on purpose? Was he a closet “house Negro?” 


But something happened. His speech was so awesome that, when he 
finished, there was pin-drop silence in the lecture hall. It seemed that he 
had caused all those White students to feel like sh*t. And, hey, he was 
not begging for their understanding, no. Absolutely not. He’d spanked 
them like he was their daddy. And, in a sense, he was. He was older. He 
was sharper. He knew people. And he had what 1930s people called 
Moxie. He was just a magnificently gifted and fearless Black man, 
dedicated to his people. Besides, this was Chicago. The audience could 
take it. It certainly could dish it out. 


When the meeting ended, the crowd left silently, as if they were leaving a 
prayer service of a Catholic church. Dennis and | left, and as soon as we 
got outside, Dennis chuckled a bit, and said, “That was fun!” Chicago fun. 
He put his tie neatly back in place. It was now time to attend a pre- 
arranged meeting with all the Deans of the engineering colleges. On the 
way, Dennis surprised me with a lecture. 


He said, calmly, “Ronald, there are three ways to attain enlightenment. 
One way is by meditation. Another way is by Divine Revelation. And 
another way is by the intense study and mastery of science, especially 
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physics. We're going to meet the Deans, Ronald. They are enlightened 
men—seasoned scientists. There will be no need to do what we just did. 
You need to know that, Ronald. Don’t go in there with your jaws tight, 
because they'll see it, and you'll lose a bit of respect. In short, be cool. 
What we just did was for the unenlightened, you know? When in Rome?” 


He then told me that, because they were enlightened and highly 
competent men, they simply did not have, within them, the capacity to 
hate Black folks or anyone else. | had a little problem believing that, but 
Dennis had led this thing all the way, and it was happening. 


He said, “Ronald, the Deans see the establishment of this Association as 
a way for them to attain a feather in their cap.” | go, “What do you mean?” 
He answered, “They want to prove that they helped to disprove the 
stereotype of Black folks being incapable of mastering a science. Believe 
me, Ronald, they are determined to disprove it. It's an ego thing, yes. But 
it's gonna work in our favor, believe me.” 


Between E-1 and SEO (Science and Engineering Offices) I’d received a 
powerful lesson about /ife—one that dad had told Marcus and me many 
times: “You judge a man as he comes to you.” The Deans, all White, 
were on our side—allies. For the political necessity of helping my people, 
| set my Black nationalist ideology to the side. 


Maybe a lot of our people are rightly paranoid. And if that’s so, whether 
it's legitimate or not, it has to be conquered. Paranoia can cripple you; 
keep you from making moves for your betterment; cause you to believe 
that your life is in somebody else’s hands, which is not true. 


Dad meant to not pre-judge someone because of his race or because he’s 
a pimp in the street or a ho on the blade, or even a thug, though | admit 
that | have a problem not judging thugs. You judge him as he comes to 
you. You judge him as he presents himself. If he’s just being slick and 
presenting a false image, nothing you can do about that. You try to take 
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the high road. | admit having a big problem taking my dad’s advice when 
it comes to the average politician. 


| tell you, | had to adjust fast, and as we walked towards SEO | was 
thinking, “Damn, | wish Dennis had schooled me on this ahead of time!” 
But he had. | just hadn't been listening carefully. We finally made it to 
SEO. We walked inside the room where the meeting was being held. All 
the Deans of every engineering Department were there: Electrical 
Engineering, Chemical Engineering, Systems Engineering, Mechanical 
Engineering. | cannot remember if there was an Industrial Engineering. | 
think that Industrial had changed to Systems Engineering. 


They all were sitting there with legal-sized notepads, a couple of them 
smoking pipes. As the meeting progressed, | could see that Dennis had 
already had a brief meeting with them, and Dennis confirmed that with me 
after the meeting. There was no debate whatsoever. Dean DeFotis goes, 
“Okay, how large an office do you require? I’m thinking that one of the 
large labs in SEL (Science and Engineering Laboratories) would be best.” 


Another Dean said, “You'll need lab equipment. That’s there. We can 
arrange for acquiring any specific needs that you may have in terms of 
equipment.” Another Dean said, while puffing his pipe, “What about 
budget? Dennis, we'd briefly discussed it, but any more details?” 


It was Dennis's turn, and he went big. “Each Engineering Department will 
adjust their budgets to supply...” and he rattled off some dollar figures that 
he had already calculated, in percentage of budget terms, of each 
Engineering department, that each Department would be required to 
provide to The Association of Minority Engineers. 


Aw, man! Dennis was a motherf*cker!!§4 | began to wonder if he had 
previously gone into each Dean’s office, closed the door behind him, and 
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threatened his life! There did not exist an air of pleading or begging in that 
meeting. It was business. The meeting ended. Hands were shaken, 
smiles were exchanged, and everyone left. It was the first professional 
meeting of any type that | had ever attended. | felt like a foreigner, but | 
felt really good!!! Dennis had often said to me, “Ronald, I’m so grateful to 
you! We needed someone like you! Too many of our people prefer to sit 
on their asses and bitch or beg. | ain't begging for sh*t.” And it wasn’t 
because Dennis was a thug that he helped us get what we wanted and 
needed. It was because he was professional, respectful, dignified and 
strong. And his very persona demanded respect. 


As first President of The Association of Minority Engineers, and as a tutor, 
| was an absolute a**hole. I'd known, from jump street, that for the 
Association to be successful, we'd have to be close to brutal—both to 
ourselves and to the general Black engineering student population. 


If you were an engineering student, and came to me for tutoring, and | 
looked at the problem, and saw that you'd been jiving; that you hadn't 
really studied, I’d say, “Get out of my office, and come back when you're 
serious!” It was a tough-love trick I’d sometimes do, depending. 


One dude got so angry when | said that, he barked, “Motherf*cker, | outta 
take you behind SEO and whup yo ass!” (Remember: This was Chicago). 
| immediately stood up and said, “Let's go. | need a break anyway.” He 
looked at me, surprised, frowned up, and said, damn near whining, “Man, 
what kind of brother are YOU!” | answered, “I’m the best brother you 
GOT—at least here on this campus!!” He said, “Man, just forget it! I’m 
gone!” When he got to the door, | did the love part. | chuckled and said, 
“Brother, hold up. Come on back. Let's rap.” 


| said, “You got any relatives who are working engineers?” The odds of it 
being so were virtually nil, as there were very few Black folks going into 
engineering. He answered, “Naw.” | said, “Then you're behind already. 
Listen to me. Just picture this: A White student’s at Sunday dinner, at his 
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crib, and his uncle Bill, an engineer, is there. He goes, “Uncle Bill, can 
you help me with this Thermodynamics problem after dinner,” and uncle 
Bill goes, “Sure, Mike!” Well, you ain’t got that, brother. | know that.” 

Of course, as | was to find out later when | befriended (to my surprise) a 
couple of White guys, it certainly was not the case that every White dude 
on campus had an “uncle Bill.” 


This one White dude | befriended had grown up poor, was “raised” in six 
different foster homes, and fought his way into the University, and would 
hang out with us. Cool dude. Worked hard. He'd not been spoon-fed. 
Another serious White engineering student I'd befriended had been an 
orphan in an orphanage. He hadn't grown up spoon-fed either. But the 
stereotype worked for me in the analogy I'd put before the brother. | was 
tough-loving. 


Then I'd say, “Give me your weekly schedule...What do you do on Friday 
night?” _He’d answered, with a smile and a chuckle, “Friday night?! Shiiiit, 
brother, you know, Friday night is nigguh night! You know: Go out to the 
club, pick me up some broads. You know...hang out.” I'd go, “That sh*t 
ends, brother. It ends. It ends for Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, 
Thursday, Friday, Saturday, and Sunday. This is engineering, brother. 
You're in prison.” 


The Association had generated a list of all the places that we knew of, in 
Chicago, that were opened either until midnight or all night—private 
libraries you could get into, weird out-of-the-way coffee houses, etc. 
Northwestern University Library, at that time, allowed anyone to use it and 
closed at midnight. | think the University of Chicago Regenstein Library 
was opened until midnight. Across the street from that library was the 
Regenstein lounge, and that was open 24 hours a day, as | recall. | used 
to go there to study. It was very relaxing and had that Ivy league 
intellectual atmosphere. Atmosphere can be big. 
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| gave him the list, and said, “If you want to really be an engineer, you're 
gonna have to bust yo ass. Here’s some places that stay open until 
midnight and afterwards, some of them. I’m gonna help you this time, 
brother, with your problem. But next time you come for tutoring, you'll 
have to prove to me that you at least gave it a much better shot at solving 
the problem than what you've shown me today.” He smiled and 
apologized for having invited me to thump behind SEO. The next time | 
saw him on campus, he was running towards me, waving a piece of 
paper. It was an exam—an exam that he’d aced. He went, “THANKS, 
brother!!!” | smiled and said, “Thank yourself. And keep it up!” 


One day, about ten of us members of the AME were in our lab in SEL, 
studying, scattered throughout the room, sitting at the long lab tables. 
Some were tutoring. Lo and behold, guess who sticks his head in the lab? 
That same White dude that had tried to crucify us for not being 
“American”; for being “racist” just because we wanted our own 
engineering association, walked in. | saw him first. He smiled, 
uncomfortably, looked at me, and said, “Uh.....Can | come in?” 


The other dudes in the lab turned their heads to see who it was. We all 
wore huge Afros. In our minds, it was an extra statement that meant, 
“Yeah, goddamit, we are down with the game®, and we got our academic 
sh*t together too!” | nodded, blank-faced, and he came in. 


He said to me, “I’m having a problem with my Double-E. | can’t find a TA 
and | can’t find a professor. Well...Uh....| heard that you guys.....| 
mean...” | eased his embarrassment and said, “See Tony—he’s the one 
sitting up nearest the blackboard. He’s Double-E.” 


Tony Thomas was a Junior-level Double-E major. “Double-E” stood for 
Electrical Engineering. Tony was a stone intellectual, but also a typical 


65 Black consciousness expression, back in the day, that meant off-the-charts 
serious. Interestingly, it was an expression that was also used by pimps and 
hos, since pimping and prostitution were called, “The Game.” 
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Black-folks-style clown. | watched from my seat, because | figured that 
Tony might really clown while tutoring a White dude, just to f*ck with him. 
It was pretty much inevitable that he would do so. | was right. 


[e “Ag osh 30] = (edu Tony first sat with the 
- ete b sinh dude to see the 

od ee teekstat problem. It took 

et cosh3t at = fe tenkst fetsubstt t almost no time 
kes eae whatsoever for Tony to 
da=tenteh vee At — see what was 


fe A coshat ot = —te K osiat - Zest si Hig cast dt) 


we + happening. He went 

[e “st eshitat- 4 fe cahatdb= - FC ACM to the super long and 
Te stcahibdt= 5 a syle - scab large blackboard in the 
lab that stretched from 
wall to wall. He 
started at the left end 
of the wall and ended up damn-near filling the entire board with all kinds of 
very high-level Double-E equations. | think they were called Laplace 
Transforms, or Inverse Laplace Transforms. 


Laplace Transforms 
Courtesy YouTube.com screenshot 


Every now and then, after slapping a section of the problem on the board, 
Tony would turn around and start dancing and smiling, staring right at the 
White dude. | was thinking, “That dude ain’t gonna be able to take that. 
He'll be gone soon,” which was what | was actually hoping for, since, back 
then, White people, despite the Deans and despite my dad’s teachings, 
had become my enemies, as | was still a hardcore black nationalist, 
although Dennis had certainly taught me a thing or two about negotiation 
in this life. | felt that the White dude would feel that he was being mocked, 
so he'd leave. Yeah, Tony was trying to f*ck with his mind. 


Tony danced. But that dude sat there, unaffected by Tony’s clowning, 
feverishly duplicating, in his notebook, everything Tony would slap on the 
board. He didn’t give a sh*t about Tony “acting a fool,” as my mom would 
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have put it. Of course, she would have got up and danced foo, since she 
loved to dance. 


Tony would keep dancing while the White dude kept looking up at the 
board, as if Tony didn’t exist, back and forth jotting down everything. 
When he finished, Tony would slap some more stuff on the board, and be 
explaining it along the way, like any professor, as the equations poured 
out of him with ease. He'd turn and say, “Got that?” The dude would 
quickly say, “Got it.” Tony would start dancing again. 


My tutors were instinctively big a**holes also (not near as big as me, 
though), although they were a bit kinder than | was. Tony was not an 
a™*hole. On the other hand, Tony did not countenance excuses. He was 
just nicer than me. If Tony had perceived that that White dude had not 
tried, Tony’s approach would have been to sit there at that table with him, 
and say, “Okay, let’s see if you can get it.” The only reason Tony helped 
in that way was because it was clear that the dude had the material fairly 
under his belt and just needed some extra help. 


| wondered. Tony was not into Black consciousness or Black nationalism, 
or anything like that. But | had the distinct feeling that he was purposely 
dancing to make a statement: “Yeah, White boy, that’s right! You're being 
taught by a nigguh!! A Black-a**ed, dancing nigguh! And ain't sh*t you 
can do about it, because your TA and your professor have disappeared!” 
It was as if he was saying, “Here | am—your stereotype, but also the real 
me; the competent, problem-solving, sh*t-colored, Double-E scholar.” 


Tony got to the end of the problem, and said, “That's it.” The White dude 
looked in the back of the book to check the answer, pulled his head up, 
and exclaimed, “THAT'S IT!!! YOU GOT IT!!! YOU GOT IT RIGHT!!! 
YOU GOT THE RIGHT ANSWER!!!” Tony answered, in a somewhat 
playfully arrogant, Black-folks style, “Damn straight!” The dude replied, 
“THANKS!!!” He stood up and ran out of the room. | looked at Tony and 
said, “Man, you crazy!! | thought that White dude was gonna split.” 


Uncle Tom’s Uncle 153 


Tony laughed. About maybe 20 seconds passed, and that White dude 
had returned. He stuck his head in the door, and said, “You guys are 


young man that had presented himself virtually as the urban equivalent of 
a Klansman during that open meeting in E-1. We'd gained respect 
without begging for it. 


One day we were all sitting around rapping in SEL. | straight-up asked 
Tony, “Man, how'd you get so good in Double-E.” Instantly he answered, 
“My parents. We didn’t have much. My dad worked, and my mom stayed 
at home as a housewife. Every evening we ate dinner together. It was 
required to be at the dinner table at dinner time, no excuses. 


“We didn’t have much. | remember our next-door neighbor—they had 
everything, everything material. Both the husband and the wife worked. 
Their kid stayed in trouble. Sometimes the cops would take him to the 
local jail until one of his parents could come and bail him out for all kinds 
of stuff. We were just lucky...blessed. It gave me a foundation.” 


Tony’s brother was smart too and was on campus. | can’t remember what 
his major was, but he was doing very well. Tony eventually graduated. 

He was going to become a bioengineer but decided to be a pediatrician, 
so he went to med school, and got in easily. Many years later | saw him 
somewhere and he was working as a pediatrician. 


Sometimes | wouldn’t have driven to school because my car was down, or 
my then wife needed it to go somewhere. So, I’d have to take the bus and 
train to Circle. Damn near the moment | got off the train, one White dude 
or another would be running towards me: “Hi, RON!!!! Hey, did you get 
problem number 7 in our physics class??!!” I’d want to tell him, “No, get 
the hell out my face.” 


But Dennis had schooled me: “Ronald, now listen to me. | know how you 
feel about White folks. But like | told you—and you should know this by 
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now—They don’t give a sh*t about who they learn from. They don’t wake 
up thinking about you, Ronald, okay? Or any other Black person for that 
matter. Seriously. Not really. Also, we cannot demonstrate any hatred or 
any hesitation in helping them if they ask. That sh*t just ain’t gonna work, 
Ronald.” So, I’d agree to help that White student. “Yeah, | got it.” | liked 
to eat my breakfast, sometimes, over in Farr Hall, | think it was, where 
there was a kitchen and they cooked food. I'd go, “C’mon walk with me to 
Farr.” We'd get there and I'd help with the problem. 


| was not some genius, now. | just busted my ass, often losing sleep 
working on problems and trying to satisfy a young, hot wife—at 3:00 a.m. 
in the morning. The brutal schedule would, in time, destroy the marriage. 
| was too hard. So were Jomo and Shango, two of my best college 
friends. 


One or the other of us would drive each other home at the end of the day, 
whichever had their car that day. | think we alternated. We were in 
different majors, but we would study together in the library. At the end of 
the day, we knew how to find each other. This one day, Shango had 
driven his car. The day ended, and Shango would drive Jomo and | to our 
respective cribs. 


There was unusual silence in the car this time. And then, something 
happened that, had it been written as a script and sent to Hollywood, it 
would have been rejected as “not believable.” Shango said, “Well, 
brothers, Eusi is leaving me. She said to me that it’s either her or med 
school.” Jomo and I, almost simultaneously, said, “Damn, Shango, that’s 
f*cked up!” 


We rode on in silence. The silence was broken by Jomo. “Well, brothers, 
| didn’t want to say this, but lyoka has threatened to leave me. Shango, 
she told me the same sh*t Eusi told you—she gone leave me if | don’t quit 
school.” | said, “Damn, Jomo, what are you gonna do?” He answered, 
“What the f*ck you think I'm gonna do? It’s med school. Chaka gave me 
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that assignment, and I’m gonna finish it.” Jomo, like me, had been a 
member of AANS, and the assignment Chaka had given him was to 
become a medical doctor. It didn’t matter to us that the AANS had 
disbanded. We had our assignments, and they were centered on our duty 
to Black folks. 


More silence. My turn. “Well, brothers, Matalaba already left me, last 
week.” There we were, three young men, each of our wives either already 
gone, or about to split—with a threat. To this day, | have no idea 
whatsoever whether those women planned that, or what. | always 
chalked it up to astonishing, unfortunate coincidence. But who knows. 


For decades, | blamed Matalaba for leaving—with the kids. But, after 
decades of reflection, and life’s experiences, | realized that we young men 
were too hard. You cannot—no matter how much she claims that she’s 
“down with the game”—put the average 20-year-old, urban born and 
raised, young woman through your having to stay up, sometimes virtually 
all night, studying, even though, being young, | was sfil/ able to take care 
of the business. 


Plus, on top of that, | always played with the kids, read to them, sung to 
them, did everything | could to make sure they got the input that my dad 
had given to my brother and me. As you'll learn later, nothing was lost, as 
they both told me later when they got grown and successful in life. 


But after a few years of that insane schedule, studying until 1:00 a.m. or 
2:00 a.m., and sometimes longer, then making love to my wife, then 
getting a couple hours sleep, then getting up to help with breakfast for the 
kids, then going to Circle’s gym, where | would run 10 laps around an 
elevated track, to keep “healthy,” wore me out. Eventually, she left—as 
did Jomo’s wife and as did Shango’s wife. Jomo and Shango both 
finished med school and became medical doctors. 
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Perhaps this is where dedication goes too far, right? Not necessarily. I'll 
tell you, shortly, a few wonderful stories and outcomes that could not have 
been predicted. Unrelenting dedication to SHVs always pays off. 


More silence, as Shango kept driving. We started having a conversation 
about dedication; about our duty to ourselves, our families, and to Black 
folks. At one point, Jomo said something that would turn out to be sucha 
powerful and wonderful prophecy for me. He said, “Man, lyoka telling me 
to leave med school for her. What | look like telling Kalunji that he should 
go to college, if | haven't even at least tried?” Kalunji was his son, and that 
statement remains, for me, one of the most powerful and prophetically rich 
statements | have ever heard. 


Matalaba left me in 1973. She had every right to. She had been an 
absolute gem, supporting me to the max. No question whatsoever about 
that. But enough was enough. So, she walked out, with my kids, A.C. 
and Yeenee (nicknames). “This ain't no playpen out here.” 


Anyway, two years later, | was sitting in a high-level physics final exam. 
My grades were still holding—nothing special, but holding. You don’t get 
any big grade-point average in engineering, | don’t care who you are. 
Dean DeFotis had told me that the average engineering student anywhere 
gets no more than a C-plus average, because of how difficult the curricula 
is. Maybe by grad school, if you go, you can pull some B’s and A’s. 


Anyway, I’m sitting in this high-level physics final, and my mind goes 
blank, as if | had forgotten everything I'd ever learned about math, 
physics, chemistry, or any other subject. | stood up and walked my final 
up to the professor and set it on the podium. He looked at it, frowned with 
obvious incredulity, and said, “Are you sure, Ron?” | said, “Yes,” and 
walked out. 


| don’t know if I'd experienced some form of nervous breakdown. But two 
years without my family had finally taken its toll. 
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Despite me being a hardcore Black nationalist, wearing combat boots to 
class, all the instructors respected me and wished for my best. But my 
mind had gone blank, at least temporarily. | had a friend that lived in St. 
Louis, who was an Ahmadi Muslim. I'll call him Sulaiman Mahmud. It’s 
interesting that some of the famous black musicians, such as Yusuf Latif, 
Ahmad Jamal, and many others, were Ahmadi Muslims. 


Anyway, | called him. He’d been a former member of the AANS, an 
entrepreneur, a pimp, a musician, a magnificent international lecturer, and 
could whup black belts in kumité®®, and didn’t even have official rank. The 
sensei®” we had had in the AANS didn’t believe in, nor did he give us, any 
belts. You either knew your Goju-Shorei or you didn’t. In short, Sulaiman 
was Chicago. 


| called him and said, “I gotta get out of Chicago for a while. I’m 
exhausted. | don’t know what to do.” Being a former down-with-the-game 
Black nationalist, he immediately invited me to his apartment. And he had 
a wife who had also been a former AANS member, and who had also 
converted to the Ahmadiyya sect of Islam. They had four children. 


| stayed with him for a few months, then moved back to Chicago for about 
a year and worked day labor. While in Chicago, | joined the Anmadiyya 
Movement in Islam, now called the Ahmadiyya Muslim Community. Then 
| moved back to St. Louis, stayed in the attic of the mosque, and then 
eventually got a full-time job working at Southwestern Bell, and acquired 
my own apartment on Natural Bridge Street in St. Louis. 


Time passed, and | eventually moved back to Chicago. | found out that 
Jomo had finished his undergraduate. He'd taken the MCAT exam, 
required to get into med school. And he'd secured the required three 
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recommendations from medical doctors that were also needed. But his 
undergraduate grade point average was not good enough, and he was 
rejected from entry into med school. 


But he was not deterred. He took advantage of U of | med school’s 
petition process, and petitioned to be accepted, telling them that, if they let 
him in, he would work hard and succeed in med school. This was not 
some petition system as a “give-away” just for Blacks. It was a system 
that anyone could use if they could convince U of | med school that they 
could succeed despite initial deficiencies. 


His petition was accepted, and he entered med school. What happened 
later? Jomo graduated from med school and eventually became one of 
the top emergency medical physicians in metropolitan Chicago. | once 
visited him at Bethany Hospital, on Chicago’s West side. He’d finished 
the assignment that had been given to him by Chaka for the cause of 
Black folks! When | visited him at Bethany, he told me that he’d saved 
many Black lives as an emergency medical physician. 


| didn’t finish Chaka’s assignment for me, but something astonishingly 
wonderful happened that beat my having graduated by light years. 
Decades after | left Circle, | asked my grown son, A.C., to go with me to 
Circle, as | wanted to get some transcripts for some reason | can’t 
remember. While in Farr Hall, someone ran over to me—a staff member 
that I’d known when I’d been a student there decades earlier. 


When he reached me, he said, “Aw, man, | thought that was you!!” He 
then said, “Is this your son?” | go, “Yeah—bigger than me!” He looked at 
my son and said, “Young man, you should be proud of your daddy!! 
Because of him, scores of black students graduated, over the decades, 
finishing up in engineering!! 


“Do you know what that means, young man! It’s not just that scores of 
Black students graduated because of your daddy establishing The 
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Association of Minority Engineers!! It means that they graduated with a 
high-level degree that will get them good-paying jobs! They'll be able to 
educate and be an example for their children! And that example could go 
on for many generations to come!!” 


My son looked at me, blushing. | was stunned. Although | didn’t finish, 
scores of others had, because | had entered Circle for my people. I'd 
won. Black people had won. America, despite all, had won. Like it or not, 
America was frontier country. You had to kick ass to be here, at least up 
to the ‘70s. Struggle in nature. It is what it is. But that’s not the only 
thing. There’s more. 


On Saturday, November 29', 2008, at 6:06 a.m. at Jackson Park Hospital, 
my mom passed away. As all too often happens with people, 
unfortunately, she had not left a will or anything. So, | had to ramble 
through her papers to settle her final business, which | did successfully. 
To my surprise, she’d left Marcus and | a nice piece of change. 


Both of my grown children from my marriage to Matalaba, A.C. and 
Yeenee, were helping me. At one point | decided that we needed a break, 
so we walked up a couple of blocks to 79" Street, where there was a 
restaurant. 


They had lived with their mom, with an occasional presence from me, 
such as when they stayed with me for a summer, or I'd enroll them in 
Kung Fu classes, which | also attended. | also tutored my son, for an 
entire summer, preparing him to take an exam to enter the third top 
magnet school at that time, in Chicago: Lindbloom. He passed that exam, 
enrolled at Lindbloom, graduated successfully, finished college, and lives 
a successful life. Well, before continuing, | just must inject something that 
| hope will not sound too....ghetto. Sometimes, though, ghetto comes in 
handy. 
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When A.C., my son, was enrolled in a certain high school [I'll not mention 
the name. Let’s call it, “Johnson High School’), he was one of the top 
students there. But it was not one of the best public schools in Chicago, 
to say the least. 


One day, while | was bathing, the phone rang. It was Matalaba, my ex- 
wife. She said, “I need your help. | want A.C. to transfer to Lindbloom. | 
went to Johnson to get his transcripts sent to Lindbloom, and they 
wouldn't give them to me. Could you go and take care of it, please?” | 
answered, “Of course.” Matalaba knew me—well. And much better than 
’'d thought she had. 


So, | picked A.C. up and drove to Johnson. | went to the Registrar's 
Office and asked a lady for the transcripts for Matalaba, and that a copy 
be sent to Lindbloom. She refused to give them to me. | said, “May | see 
the Principal, please.” She said, “He’s upstairs, on the third floor, in room 
303.” 


A.C. and | went up to that room. We walked inside. | don’t know what he 
was doing, but the Black Principal of Johnson was sitting at a desk doing 
some paperwork. | politely introduced myself. He looked at A.C., smiled, 
and said, “Your son is one of our top students!!” Then | saw what the 
issue was: Johnson didn’t want to lose A.C. to another school, because he 
was among the better students there. So, they simply refused to give 
Matalaba the transcripts. 


| smiled and very politely asked him for a copy of the transcript for 
Matalaba, and that one be sent to Lindbloom. He smiled, and said, “Well, 
now, we can’t do that.” | politely said, “Well, his mother wants him to 
attend Lindbloom, in part because it’s closer to their home.” He 
answered, “Well, I’m sorry, Mr. Salahuddin, | just can’t do that.” 


| politely asked him a third time, and again he refused, giving me no valid 
reason whatsoever why he had refused to let go of my son’s transcripts. 
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At this point, | turned to A.C., and calmly said, “A.C., could you wait out in 
the hallway, please—and close the door behind you.” 


A.C. left. | had tried, but failed, to politely get my son’s transcripts. I’d 
never been a street thug. But I'd been in Chicago 95% of my life. And, in 
Chicago, well....sometimes a request would have to take a unique form. 


| leaned over his desk, grabbed him by his collar, pulled his f*ck’n face 
close to mine, and said, “You give me the f*ck’n transcripts, or by 5:00 
p.m. when you attempt to leave this school, there will be 500 Muslims 
standing outside waiting for you. Give me the f*ck’n transcripts!!!” 


He was visibly shaking. It was just a big bluff on my part, and probably a 
bit felonious. But | was fully aware that most people didn’t know the 
difference between a Sunni Muslim, an Ahmadi Muslim, or the Muslims of 
the Nation of Islam (Black Muslims). Indeed, the only Muslims that most 
Black folks on the south side knew about were the Muslims of the Nation 
of Islam. The male Muslims of The Nation, particularly its Fruit of Islam 
guards, who were expert martial artists, had a nation-wide reputation, in 
the Black community, of being men you did not want to tangle with. 


| was not in The Nation. | was an Ahmadi Muslim. The motto of the 
international Anmadiyya Movement in Islam was, “Love for all, Hatred for 
none.” | was not in a loving mood that day, as this man was sitting there 
trying to tell me that he controlled my son’s life and future. My son came 
out of the womb of Matalaba Mwezi Amwana. The f*ck he think??!! 


| figured, easily, that the Principal was probably a Baptist Christian; didn’t 
know anything about Muslims; and assumed that | was a menacing, FO! 
(Fruit of Islam) Nation of Islam member, 500 of whom would not give a 
sh*t about the CPD (Chicago Police Department), if it came to that. In 
truth, though, NOI members were strongly taught, by Elijah Muhammad, 
their leader, to abide by the law. They just looked like they wouldn't. 
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It was called a wolf ticket—a bluff. But he didn’t know that. He bought the 
ticket. | did feel very bad (later) that the Principal was shaking as | held 
his collar. But the bluff worked. He quickly stood up, walked us 
downstairs, personally faxed copies of A.C.’s transcripts to Lindbloom, 
then gave me two copies, one for Matalaba and one for myself®®. Well, 
getting back to the story: 


As we were eating, at one point, | said to Yeenee, who had graduated 
from Northern Illinois University, “Yeenee, you are something else!! Girl, 
you're so successful!! You own four homes! You’re degreed!! You're a 
teacher in the Chicago Public School system. You mentor Black students 
through college. Girl, you got it going on!!” 


She looked at me smiling but had a puzzled look on her face also. | go, 
“What?” She said, “Daddy, that’s because of you!!” She could see | was 
puzzled. She goes, “Don’t you remember? Ido. When we were little, 
and you came back from school, you’d play with us for a while. Then 
you'd sit down and put me on your right lap and A.C. on your left lap. 
And you'd be sitting there with a book in front of you, reading. 


“Of course, | had no idea what it was about. But | thought to myself then, 
‘When | grow up, I’m gonna be just like my Daddy, and study hard!” Aw, 
man! | instantly broke out crying, all the guilt I'd sustained finally pouring 
out of me—the guilt of putting my mission for Black folks ahead of my 
kids. 


| was crying like a baby, and /oudly. Both A.C. and Yeenee giggled, but 
then came over to me and gave me a big hug. A.C. had also finished 
college, and he kept saying, “Believe it! It’s true. | was thinking the same 


68 | do not recommend grabbing a public official. | think it’s called a felony, 
which could earn you five years in the slammer, as | recall. And, no, | did not go 
to prison (Neither had my mom). | had a friend who had a hot temper, and 
stupidly roughed up a postal worker because he received his mail later than 
he’d expected it would come. He spent five years in the slammer. 
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way Yeenee was when you had me on your lap, and | was determined to 
work hard in my life, like you did.” 


He’s now 51 years old. He’s long been degreed® and gainfully employed, 
and recently bought a huge home. But that’s not the end of it. His auntee 
Paula, now deceased, had a granddaughter who is young and in her late 
20s. She is currently in law school and doing very well. My son has 
allowed her to stay at his large home while she completes law school. 


She has successfully completed a couple of semesters of law school. So, 
| feel very good!! The influence of my mom, dad, and the 1950s Black 
community that | was raised in has trickled down to my children, and now, 
because of my son, Patricia has a comfortable and quiet place to stay 
while studying law. This isn’t theory. This is the result of SHVs. 


Jomo had said, “What ! look like telling Kalunji that he should go to 
college, if | haven't even at least tried?” | had tried. Despite what 
sometimes felt like | had the coldest heart on earth, | had to try. And it 
paid off for both my children, who saw me try, and testified that | had 
directly influenced them in a big manner. And now Patricia, in law school, 
is succeeding. 


We can sit, forever, and regret everything painful that happens to us. But 
it goes back to what Old Blue Eyes” sung: “I just pick myself up and get 
back in the race! That's life!!” | kept it rolling. | had help along the way. 
Remember: Judge a man as he comes to you. Try to keep a free mind. 


Here’s an interesting side note: In my 53 years working in the job market, | 
never got fired by a White person, except when it was clearly my fault for 
coming in falling asleep every day (See next chapter). The one job | got 


69 | am not certain of the value, these days, of a college degree, but it certainly 
did my kids a lot of good. 
70 Frank Sinatra 
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fired from, and for definitely no reason, was the last job | had had for ten 
years. 


And | was fired from that job by a guy who had not been at that job long: a 
black man from The Congo, which is damn-near the very center of “The 
Mother Land,” Africa! 


The “brother” traveled 7,081 miles, from Africa, just to fire me!! 


=< Map Of Africa 
ee 


The Democratic Republic of 
The Congo 


ATLANTIC 


OCEAN 


| guess the Congo didn’t get the message: 


Black Lives Matter!! 
(But not in The Congo) 


Dee 


Dee and Me 
1986 


hacked from 1977 to 1980. One day, in 1978, | picked up a fare in 

downtown Chicago. He wanted to go somewhere near the intersection 

of Homan and Douglas, on the west side. That was way out of the 
Loop area of downtown Chicago, where you could rack up a ton of quick- 
hustle, small fares that, at the end of the day, had netted you between 
$100 to $150 clear, after deducting for the lease of the cab and gasoline 
expended. The dude looked cool, so | easily took the fare. 


| dropped him at his destination, near Homan and Douglas, and then 
wrote the fare down on an index card. |’d transfer all the notations of fares 
that I’d made on the index cards into a tiny, dime-store ledger when | got 
home in the evening. 
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It was a warm and pleasant day, so after | recorded the fare, | decided to 
sit there in the cab, enjoying the weather and taking in the scene—a 
scene that was typical for the west side of Chicago at that time, and one 
that tore into my heart. It was a ho stroll; a blade; a track; a strip; an area 
where prostitutes “walked,” plying their trade. They were all Black women, 
and their form of ‘dress’ made it more than obvious that they were 
hustling. 


The west side, in some areas, was like an isolated island. As Bishop Don 
Magic Juan, the “greatest” pimp in America, “internationally-known,” as he 
likes to put it, had explained in the 1999 documentary, American Pimp, 
which was produced by the Hughes brothers, 


What year it started, | think it was something like 1969. | was tryna 
get my feet wet. You know, a guy that’s coming to The Game”, his 
options is a dream to want to have a = 
Cadillac, the clothes, a female, the 
jewelry—different things like that. It was 
a thing where | was so young where the 
girls used to have to come ask my 
mother could they take me shopping— 
with they check. | mean, | mean it’s just = as 

like it was something that, uh, was Bishop Don Magic Juan 
blessed upon me... Courtesy allhiphop.com 


| didn’t live next door to no doctor or no lawyer. | lived next door to 
pimps and dope dealers, man. When | sit on the porch and come out 
the house, | don’t see nobody with no briefcase. | see a guy coming 
out with two, three girls, man, with some diamonds and some flashy 
suits, and a big pretty car. That was my role model.#4 


| saw cars cruising, with White guys | assumed were from the north side or 
the north shore suburbs of Chicago. | was no longer a Black nationalist, 
but my blood boiled as | saw the White dudes cruising, looking for Black 


AW 


71 “The Game,” also called, ironically, “The Life,” refers to “pimp’n and ho’n 
that is, pimping and prostitution. 
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female flesh. | felt that, as a Black man, | was being slapped in my face. | 
felt as if | was being told, by those White dudes, “We got your Black ass, 
and we've got your woman!! And you're too weak to do a damned thing 
about it!” | was infuriated. But, quite frankly, the feeling, on the racial tip, 
was wholly irrational. Because there were plenty of Black dudes cruising 
too—maybe more so—looking for the same thing the White dudes were 
looking for. 


With respect to the Black men who were cruising, | would think, “There’s 
no excuse!! | can see the White dudes exploiting our women!! How cana 
Black man disrespect our sisters like this!! They don’t have a 
conscience!!” But, as Ann Baker, a singer, said to Miles Davis, “A hard 
d*ck has no conscience,” and she would open the door to Miles’s hotel 
room and walk in fo prove it.45 


My mind shifted to what | then perceived, and still perceive, as the 
lowering of the dignity of women. I’m now, of course, fully aware of how 
The Game goes—The Tao of Pimpology, it might be called. As the pimps 
say, “Hey, she chose me,” indicating that they don’t go out, kidnap a 
woman, and force her at gunpoint to ho for them. “Old school” pimps 
express this reality in their typical, colorful, pimp-poem manner: 


I'm suited and booted, 
look’n for hos, tryna get chose 
so she can sock it to my pocket! 


The Knight in Shining Armor inside of me was f*cking with me, but what 
could | do? Nothing. Certainly not in the middle of my cab hustle. Also, 
I'd always been a square, and now | was a religious square, often the 
most obnoxious type. At one point, | hollered out loud, as if some being 
inside of me had possessed me. That’s how automatically it came out: 
“Oh, God, please let me take at least one of these sisters off the street!!” 
My love and commitment to Black folks had never left me. 
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Eight years later | was on the train with A.C. and 
Yeenee, my two kids by my first wife, Matalaba. 
I'd enrolled all three of us in a Kung Fu class at 
7600 N. Sheridan Road, taught by Fundi Ben 
Yamin. Fundi was a black Kung Fu instructor 
who'd been taught by the famous Nganga Tolo 
. naa, previously known as Ray Cooper, who also 

NgangaTolonaa Went by the name Mfundishi. 

(Ray Cooper) 
Courtesy Ray Cooper had been a 

johnkeehan.blogspot.com student of one of the 
most insane, but gifted and deadliest martial 
artists on the set, John Keehan. In 1967, Keehan 
legally changed his name to Count Juan Raphael 
Dante. Danté was a typical, Chicago, bigger- 
than-life character. He walked around with a pet 
lion, literally. He was a pimp, a classical singer, a 


Count Danté 
hairdresser, ran a string of auto dealerships, Courtesy Wikipedia 


associated with the Mafia, orchestrated the 

infamous Dojo”? wars, claimed to have trained Fidel Castro and Che 
Guevara in martial arts, and was consecrated as a priest of Voodoo Sex 
Magic by the American occultist, Michael Paul Bertiaux. 


On April 24, 1970, Danté and some of his students of his Black Dragon 
Fighting Society performed a dojoyaburi?? on the Green Dragon Society’s 


72 A dojo is a martial arts instruction facility. 

73 Dojoyaburi means “Dojo Storm.” The practice of raiding other Dojos began 
in ancient Japan. It was the action of visiting a rival martial arts school in order 
to challenge its members to prove superiority. Sometimes, students of the 
losing side would abandon their Dojo to study under the instructor of the 
winning side. See “Dojo Wars” account of Black Dragon/Green Dragon fight: 
https://medium.com/truly-adventurous/dojo-wars-e48e1b2713d9 
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Black Cobra Hall. The incident ended in the death of fellow sensei and 
friend of Danté, Jim Koncevic. Danté was ultimately acquitted. 

And according to former mob lawyer, Robert Cooly, Danté had 
masterminded the notorious 1974 Chicago Purolator vault robbery in 
which 4.3 million dollars was stolen. It’s claimed that Danté was 
questioned by an Illinois grand jury but passed a lie detector test. There 
was no surprise that a martial artist of Danté’s caliber could pass a lie 
detector test, whether he’d lied or not. 


Dante is truly the founder of mixed martial arts. He is the first person to 
abandon the traditional stylish form of kumité (sparring), as he felt that it 
was impractical in a real-life street (Chicago street!) situation. He started 
teaching full-contact martial arts and was hated by the entire American 
martial artis community for breaking the martial arts kumité tradition of 
punching or kicking close to a target on an opponent’s body to win your 
“Ippon” (scoring point), but not actually striking it. 


One good thing about Danté was that 
he was the first martial artist in 
Chicago to teach Black folks the arts. 
Danté pissed off the entire martial 
arts community of Chicago because 
of openly teaching Blacks and 
Hispanics. Prior to Danté, no martial 
artist in Chicago would teach Black 
folks and Hispanics. And the Chinese 
Danté with his black students SeNseis would teach no non-Chinese, 
Courtesy pacotaylor.medium.com White, Black, Hispanic, or whoever. 


| once walked into a Chinese dojo on north Sheridan Road. Heads turned 
and stared at me as if | were dirt. | sat at the sensei’s desk, opposite him 
and he arrogantly barked, “For what reason should | teach you?!” His 
arrogant-a**ed attitude pissed me off, and | did something foolish—but | 
survived. | snatched three vials of his ginseng from his desk, opened 
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each one of them, and guzzled the ginseng down, with a snarl on my face. 
It was a super stupid thing to do. But that was my mom inside of me. And 
| guess it appeared so bold to him that he sat there, stunned. | stood up, 
arrogantly, and walked out. It was a foolish thing to do. 


Well, continuing, my kids and | were on the L train, returning from dojo. 
The train stopped at Cermak Road, 22"4 Street. A Black woman got on. | 
couldn't believe it. I’d never seen any woman use a train as a track. The 
way she was “dressed,”(pretty much just in her underwear) that’s what it 
seemed like she was doing. Using the ‘L’ train as a blade was bolder than 
Chicago. | thought, “She must be from the west side.” Yep. She was, I'd 
find out later. 


My first reaction was typically male: a part of my anatomy saluted— 
effortlessly. This troubled my religious, square side greatly. | thought, 
auzubillah-i-mina-Shaitan-i-rajeem"4. |t was clear that the saluting part of 
my anatomy had no knowledge whatsoever of the Arabic language and 
was also not very religious. Ann Baker was right. 


| noticed that she was carrying a stack of papers. She sat behind me, 
next to a guy, and immediately started talking to him about the dangers of 
possible nuclear annihilation in a nuclear war. The year was 1986, and 
the Cold War between the Soviet Union and the United States was still hot 
and heavy. She also warned about the dangers of nuclear power plants 
and nuclear energy. She talked about the difference between fission and 
fusion. 


She boldly lectured on and on, as the dude next to her kept saying, “uh 
huh...Really?...No sh*t?!” | figured that he didn’t give a damn about the 
dangers of nuclear war and had his mind on those smooth, bare, Black 
thighs. But she was so deep, in terms of her mastery of the subject of 
nuclear war, nuclear energy, nuclear power plants, that | was tempted to 


74 | seek refuge in God from Satan the accursed! 
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interrupt and join the conversation so that | could /earn something. | was 
actually astonished by her vast knowledge of the subject. 


Eventually, she invited him to a meeting of the Physicians for Social 
Responsibility, an anti-war organization of physicians that was working 
hard to inform people about the dangers of nuclear power plants, 
weapons of mass destruction, etc. “Now you gone be there, right,” she 
asked the dude. “Oh, yeah!” he lied. Despite how fine she was, | really 
doubted that he would attend such a meeting, fine or not. 


Her mastery of the subject stunned me, and | thought, “A ho with social 
consciousness!” It was a prejudicial and judgmental thought, as would 
later be totally confirmed, as | was to learn that she could not be wholly 
defined as a “ho.” That was not her entire identity, nor was it her prime 
identity. 


Anyway, we were now approaching the 63" Street stop. | could sense 
that she’d stood up and would be getting off. “Okay, | hope you come to 
the meeting, baby,” she said to the dude. 


A flock of butterflies flew all over my insides. | did not want her to get off 
that train. | actually didn’t know what, exactly, was happening. | guess it 
could be said that | was experiencing the birthing pains of unformed 
thoughts. All | knew is that she was not getting off that train. Being a 
square, | thought, “What would Yeshiah do!” Yeshiah was Marcus, my big 
brother, who goes by that name. My mind answered, “He'd be bold.” 


As she began walking past me, | grabbed her by the wrist, and in the best 
imitation of my super-hip brother, | said, “Look here, baby, where you 
going?” She smiled, but had that typical Black woman expression that 
portrayed, “Man, who the hell you think you are?!” What to say now?! 
“Hey, | was just listening to your piece. Look, I’m with my kids,” and 
pointed to them, trying to indicate that | was harmless. Yeenee was not 
happy and was frowning. A.C. was smiling. 
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She said, but with a smile, “I’m going to visit somebody.” What would 
Yeshiah do? “No you ain't,” | said with a smile. Her eyebrows raised, and 
she gave me another Black woman look, this time putting a hand on her 
hip. | had to humble-up. | couldn’t think of what Yeshiah would do. | 
lowered my voice, and said, “Hey, | don’t mean no harm, you see I’m with 
my kids. 


“Listen, ride with me to 79". I'll take you somewhere where the people will 
really appreciate what you're about.” She gave me a suspicious look, but 
still smiling, and said, “Weeeell...Okay!” She really had nothing to fear. | 
found out later that she used to enter fist fights, on the west side, to 
protect her big brother. Sometimes, ass-kicking, in Chicago, had no 
gender. 


She got off with us at 79'" and the Dan Ryan Expressway. | flagged a 
cab, peeled off some dough, and sent my kids home to their mom. 
Yeenee was still frowning. A.C. was still smiling. 


On the way, | told her where | was taking her. It so happened that a 
regular Sunday meeting of a certain group of people who were into a form 
of Black consciousness would be starting at 2:00 p.m., and if we walked at 
a fairly good clip we’d get there. We got there on time. | was Muslim but 
had suffered my second failed marriage. That marriage had been an 
arranged marriage, that | volunteered to enter, to a Muslim woman I'd 
never seen before in my entire life who lived in another state. | don’t think 
| have to explain why it failed. 


Anyway, the group had a restaurant and | used to hang out there, as part 
of my recovery from my failed marriage. I'd acquired a girlfriend there, 
Doreen. Dee and | finally arrived at the meeting and found a seat. 


The speaker was one Nasi Asie! Ben Israel, one of the most dynamic, 
entertaining, knowledgeable, and typical, Chicago-style, bigger-than-life 
men on the set. 
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Asiel was deeply admired in certain sectors of 
the Black community and was considered 
somewhat of a Robin Hood. To the FBI, though, 
he was just another robbing hood. But he was 
far, far, far from an average hood. 


The TV magazine, 20-20, hosted by the famous 
Barbara Walters, had featured a segment on 
Asiel’s group, The Original African Hebrew- 
Israelite Nation of Jerusalem, a much more 
sophisticated form of what used to be called, back in the day, “gangster 
Hebrews.” Walters interviewed a red-faced FBI agent, who said (and I’m 
paraphrasing), “We know they have somehow channeled $10 million 
dollars into a Swiss bank account. We just can’t figure out how and we 
can’t prove it’s theirs,” or something like that. If true, then apparently Asiel 
and crew had no intention whatsoever of waiting for Reparations. 


Nasi Asiel Ben Israel. 
Courtesy YouTube 


Rumor had it that Asiel had somehow “planted” two Black women, who 
were computer experts, at a downtown bank where they had legitimately 
obtained employment. The rumor is that those two women, unbeknownst 
to bank superiors, were transferring bank monies to their group’s Swiss 
bank account. Of course, | know nothing whatsoever about that. 


Asiel is the only Black man that I’ve known who was wanted by Interpol— 
the International Police. Sometimes, such colorful individuals are highly 
admired by the people of marginalized communities, my dad and 1950s 
Black folks excluded (Well, as far as / experienced), at least the folks in 
my neighborhood. As one Black man said about Asiel and the Hebrews, 
“Hey, at least they ain’t snatching purses! They're doing it right, on the 
high side!!” As of this writing, Asiel, as far as | know, Is still alive. 


My first exposure to the sophisticated exploits of Asiel and the Hebrews 
had occurred six years earlier, back in 1980, when | had picked up a fare 
at the northeast corner of 63 & Cottage Grove. There was a medical 
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Clinic there. A Black man who was wearing a white doctor’s coat flagged 
me down. He was holding the arm of an older man who was breathing 
hard and panting. The doctor asked me to drive him to the Osteopathic 
Hospital, and to wait for him there until he settled his patient, because he 
would need me to drive him back to his clinic. | drove him there and 
waited. 


He finally returned. As | drove on the way back to his office, he’d noticed 
my kufi—my Islamic cap. He said, “You Hebrew?” | said, “No, but my 
brother is Hebrew.” We then had a general conversation. | told him that | 
was planning to return to school so that | could finish my engineering 
degree, but that | first had to raise the money, and that’s why | was 
hacking hard. He said, “Money?! You’re worried about money? You told 
me your brother is Hebrew. You know Asiel?” | said, “Yeah, but not like 
as a friend, or anything.” 


He said, “Get that money from Asiel.” | go, “What makes you think...” and 
he interrupted, leaning forward. He said, “Hey, that’s what they do. That’s 
how | was able to pay for my medical training.” | go, “You're kidding?!” 

He said, “I’m serious as a heart attack. That’s what they do. It’s like 
insurance for them. |’m kind of in their pockets, you know? Like, they 
might ask me for favors.” | said, “Damn, that’s like the Mafia!” He goes, 
“No, they don’t operate like that—they ain't into hurting anybody. It’s an 
investment for them. Also, it’s cool, because they helped me, a Black 
man, become successful.” | thought, “Deep.” 


Dee and | sat next to each other engrossed in Asiel’s delivery, as he 
openly teased, smiling, and asking the crowd, “Ya'll see 20-20 Thursday?” 
The audience instantly broke out in laughter. He had a huge smile, teeth 
showing. But then, through the pretense of befuddlement, he frowned a 
bit, turned to one of his aides, and said, “Horaymiel, you know anything 
about $10 million in a Swiss bank account?” 
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Feigning a serious tone of voice, rubbing his chin, and frowning in fake 
bewilderment, Horaymiel said, “Hmmmm. Naw, Nasi, | don’t know 
anything about no $10 million in a Swiss bank account. Ain’t no Black 
folks smart enough to put no $10 million in a bank account that’s all the 
way in Switzerland.” The audience roared again. It was funny, and bold. 
But | thought, “This man is walking on a tightrope!” And | really didn’t like 
the crime thing. But it was funny, | have to admit. 


At one point, | felt a little tap on my left shoulder. | turned to see who it 
was. It was Doreen. Sh*t! She had a huge smile on her face, and not 
because she was happy. Quite the opposite. That was sometimes her 
way of telling you she’s pissed off. I'd walked in with a woman who might 
as well had been naked. | already knew how | would take care of this. 


Back in the day, there was an expression: When you come in wrong, you 
come in strong. The meeting ended. | said to Dee, “Hold on a second, | 
gotta talk to somebody.” | walked with Doreen to a corner of another 
room, and immediately she whispered angrily, “What are you doing??!!” | 
shot back, “No, you tell me what I’m doing?!” 


Her eyes widened. She tried to speak, whispering, “You come in here...” | 
cut her off and whispered. “No, | said: You tell me—seriously—what am | 
doing?!” She looked at me and got quiet. Theatre time. 


| turned my back, walked around, put my hands in my pockets, walked 
back to her, and said, “Look at us!! We sit here in these meetings talking 
sh*t about ‘helping our people,’ but the moment | walk in here with 
somebody who needs some help—as should be patently obvious—| have 
to get jumped on by you, my woman, whom | love.” 


She goes, “But, what do you think I’m supposed to....” | cut her off and 
said, “I’m not talking about this now! I'll talk to you later tonight,” and | 
walked away. Not nice, / know. But, as | said: When you come in wrong, 
you come in strong. (| wouldn't try it these days, if | were you). | found 
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Dee and we left. When we got in front of the storefront, we exchanged 
numbers, and she said, “I'll call you tonight, baby.” 


The first call that night was from Doreen. At the time, Doreen was a 
fervent Christian, though | would eventually succeed in converting her to 
Islam. She attended Reverend T.L. Barret’s Church on the south side, on 
55! Street. She had obtained a degree in journalism and spoke the 
King’s English perfectly. She had traditional, very stable parents, and 
demonstrated traditional courtesy and dignity. 


She said, “Good evening.” | replied, cheerfully, “Hey!” She said, calmly, 
“Well...| apologize for my suspicions. But you must admit that it just did 
not look right, you coming in there with that....person.” It was at that 
instant that those unformed thoughts that were being birthed on the train 
were now born and fully formed. | would raise Dee up—somehow. |, a 
stone square, would somehow take her off the streets—permanently. 


“Remember when | told you what Hazrat Khalifatul Masih Ill, may God be 
pleased with him, told us Ahmadis about 
‘making friends?” At the time, | was an active 
member of the global Anmadiyya Movement in 
Islam. It was founded in 1889 by Hazrat Mirza 
Ghulam Ahmad. It claims an estimated 
membership of “tens of millions” of people, of 
all races in some 200 countries. For certain 
reasons, I’m no longer active in “The 
Movement,” as Ahmadis of my era used to call 
it. You turn corners, in life, and move on. 


Mirza Ghulam Ahmad 

Courtesy en.wikipedia.org —_|t wag founded with the express intent, 
explicitly stated by the founder, of waging “The Last Jihad,” which, he 
said, would be a “jihad of the pen,” spread peacefully through “argument 
and gentle persuasion” and through personal example, not through war. 
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At the time, The Movement was floundering in America, gaining very few 
members. This represented a great decline from the past. After Dr. Mufti 
Muhammad Sadiq, the first Anmadi missionary in the United States, had 
arrived in New York City in 1920, it's estimated that by the 1940s there 
were about 10,000 Ahmadis in America, of various races, that had 
converted to “Ahmadiyyat.” Some estimates say “tens of thousands.” 
This progress began to decline with the rise of the Nation of Islam, under 
Elijah Muhammad, but chiefly due to Elijah’s greatest student and disciple, 
Malcolm X (El-Hajj Malik El-Shabaaz). 


The membership that Anmadiyyat had gained in America had included 
some of the greatest Jazz artists of all time, 
such as Yusuf Lateef, Anmad Jamaal, Art 
Blakey, McCoy Tyner, Anmed Abdul Malik, 
Idrees Sulieman, Talib Dawud, Dakota 
Staton, Abbey Lincoln, and others. But 
those days were gone, and the leadership 
of Ahmadiyyat in America needed a 
solution. 


So, it asked the then leader, Hazrat Mirza Nasir Ahmad 
Nasir Ahmad, who bore the title, Khalifatul — khalifah-awwabblog. blogspot.com 
Masih IlI’5, for advice. Nasir Anmad agreed 

to attend an annual Ahmadiyya convention, called Jalsa Salana, that was 
held at Drew University in Madison, New Jersey. After having travelled 
around the country visiting many of the different Anmadi “Jamaats” 
(communities), he summed up his assessment regarding Ahmadi failure in 
the United States by saying that Ahmadis were not “making friends.” 


75 “Khalifatul Masih” means “Successor of The Messiah.” Ahmadi Muslims 
believe that their founder, Hazrat Mirza Ghulam Ahmad (1835-1908) was “The 
Promised Messiah & Mahdi,” both titles of which he had openly adopted, 
contrary to standard orthodox Islamic understanding concerning a prophesied 
advent of two separate men, Imam Mahdi and Isa (Jesus), who would establish 
Islam as the final world religion. 
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At the time, | was an active Ahmadi, and when | left Jalsa Salana | vowed 
that | would follow his advice, and drop the cold, lifeless method of 
standing on downtown corners handing out leaflets. | would be with the 
people, and | would do so sincerely, not for the purposes of recruiting, 
although | was hoping that Doreen would convert to Islam and join 
Ahmadiyyat. Eventually she did. 


Doreen answered, “So you choose to begin that process by ‘making 
friends’ with a person who is obviously a prostitute.” Doreen sighed, but 
quickly continued, “Don’t you think it was a bit dramatic coming in like 
that?” She had me. “You're right. | apologize. But I’m determined to 
raise her up.” She said, “Abu, what do you know about doing something 
like that?” | said, “Honestly, nothing—yet. But I’m gonna talk to brother 
Phil tomorrow. He’s got to know what to do.” 


Amazing how patient (or crazy) Doreen 
was. Yeshiah had raised up two Black 
women off the streets of Detroit, but he 
was in Israel at the time, and | wanted 
some hands-on advice from someone 
who was here in Chicago. So, | went to 
Phil Cohran, another typical bigger-than- 
Phil Cohran life Chicagoan. 


consequenceofsound.net 


Phil Cohran was a well-known musician, internationally. But, to us, he 
was “brother Phil.” Those of us in the Black “enlightened” community 
embraced Phil as a wise elder. And that he really was, as would be 
confirmed later during the nine months that | would spend trying to raise 
Dee up. That's what it was called back then: raising a sister up.”6 


Once, years later, when Yeshiah’s wife, Ariellah, was visiting my wife and 
| from Israel, | asked her, “So how’s Yeshiah?” She answered, “He’s 


76 It’s interesting to note that the most successful group in the Black 
community in raising a woman up off the streets was the Nation of Islam. 
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grown to be such a righteous man. But if he brings one more Israeli 
woman off the streets, I’m gonna kill him!!” She told me that he would go 
to the streets, find Israeli street women, bring them home, raise them up, 
and get them back into Israeli society. | suppose it’s in Chism blood. 


My son once tried to raise up an alcoholic Native American woman, even 
moving her in with him in his apartment. Pretty bold. But not for a 
Chicagoan. | tried not to think that there was a bit of sibling rivalry, with 
my brother-brother, as we called each other, rolling around inside of me. 
But sibling rivalry or not, square or not, | was gonna try this. It would be 
succeed or die trying. 


Doreen and | talked some more, calmed things down, and were back on 
track as a couple. Doreen meant the world to me. After my second 
marriage broke up, | was willing myself to die. | could feel the life pouring 
out of me. Doreen pulled me out of it, just by being who she was: a Black 
woman who deeply respected Black men who worked hard and were as 
independent as possible. | had my own little home, at the time, at 6339 S. 
Oakley, which | later sold to my Indian Muslim friend, Muhammad Aziz 
Ahmed, recently deceased. 


The conversation finally ended. About 20 minutes later, the phone rang. 
twas Dee. “Haaayyyyyyy, baby!!!” she said when | picked up the phone 
and said hello. It was a greeting far less formal than Doreen’s. | instantly 
felt relief and didn’t know why. | replied, “Hey, sweetheart!” It was just a 
normal way of greeting in the Black community, although, with my square 
ass, | had to get used to it—and quick. Also, for a Muslim, calling some 
woman you weren't married to, “sweetheart,” was definitely haram’’, no 
question about it. 


Then she dropped something on me: “Look, if we gone hang, you need to 
know something from jump street: I’m a ho. | sell my body to pay my bills. 


77 Forbidden 


180 Uncle Tom’s Uncle 


And you ain’t gone change that. So, if you can’t deal with that, you need 
to step the f*ck on.” It was not said with anger. It was said simply as a 
matter of fact. By now, | didn’t need to search for any mental cues from 
Yeshiah, so | responded, “Ain’t no thang, baby, that’s cool.” 


It was crystal clear to me that she thought that she had sized me up, due 
to the type of place I’d taken her to. And she didn’t want some idealistic 
do-gooder, especially a religious square, trying to take her off the blade. 
She was a “sex worker,” as the sociologists call prostitutes. It was her gig. 
| was to learn, later, that she didn’t have a pimp. She walked sometimes, 
but mostly she was more a call girl than anything else. 


But she certainly had quickly picked up my vibe: | was determined to take 
her out of The Life—even more determined than I'd been in finishing my 
assignment for Chaka. This assignment would get completed. This was 
an assignment for Black folks much more direct than becoming an 
engineer. This was one-on-one, up close and personal, with a woman 
with three kids, as | was to find out, by three different dudes. 


We talked some more and finally ended the conversation. It was strange 
to me to eventually learn that hos did not see every single man as a 
potential trick, unless you were weak and started acting like one. Then 
they would try to take you for every dime you had if they could—take you, 
your money, your jewelry, and your mind too, if you weren't careful. They 
had their lives compartmentalized, and the boundaries were pretty tight. 
There were pimps. There were tricks. There were neighbors. There was 
family. And there were friends. | was solidly in the last category. 


The next day | made it over to 75"" Street, east of Cottage Grove, where 
brother Phil had a storefront at which he held classes in self-healthcare 
and alternative healthcare methods. | went straight at him. “Brother Phil, | 
wanna raise up a sister—west side.” Phil had this disarming habit of 
smiling super brightly. He replied, “West side, hey? You got big nerve, 
brother. Have a seat.” We sat down. Phil could speak forever, and you 
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would sit and be spellbound. But not this time. He would be quick. He 
gave me three pieces of advice. 


“First, brother, the sister don’t live by the clock. She'll be calling you, 
brother, in the wee hours of the morning, like 3:00 a.m., talking about 
nothing. |f you really want to do this brother, you’re gonna have to roll 
with it. You'll have to submerge yourself into her world and do so without 
judgement. As best you can, you'll have to be available to her—and at all 
hours. 


“Secondly, she’s gone fest you, brother, and | mean TEST. /f you're a 
friend, you’re going to have to take her crap. And believe me, it’s coming. 
One way or the other she’s gonna do something purposely to get under 
your skin, to piss you off. But you gotta hang, because it'll be her way of 
testing the friendship. That’s just how it works, brother, it’s the /aw. 


“Thirdly, brother, if you fall in Jove with her, you'll blow it. She'll just see 
you as another weak trick, and in her mind you'll move from friend to trick. 
That's how it works, brother. Remember: She’s in business.” Phil was 
no nonsense. He would sit with you for as long as needed, but he had no 
time for small talk. He was an open man, but a very serious one, mostly 
about his music and about uplifting Black people. He smiled very brightly 
and then quickly stood up. That was his signal that it was time for you to 
Split. 


The next day, the challenge began. | started visiting her. She lived near 
Homan & Douglas, the same area where, eight years before, I'd dropped 
off that fare that I’d picked up downtown. The same area where Bishop 
Don Magic Juan had been raised. There were blades in other parts of 
Chicago, but nothing like the west side blade. The west side blade was 
the only dedicated blade. The west side was the capital of pimp’n and ho’n 
in metropolitan Chicago. 
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Dee had three children, June Bug, Lil Bit, and Sharon, by three different 
dudes. Sharon was the baby, literally. Dee was raising them herself, 
struggling with no help. 


If the doorbell rang and it was a trick, it was none of my business. It only 
happened a couple of times, and each time she'd say, “Aw, baby, my 
cousin’s here,” and she'd introduce me—her “cousin’—to him, and say, 
“Can | give you a rain check, baby?” Both times, the dude would say, 
trying to smother a clear sigh of reluctance (obviously horny as hell!), 
“Yeah, baby, sure! Nice to meet you, brother.” 


Dee was smart—really smart. Once when | was visiting, she said, “Come 
here.” | stood up and walked over to her. She embraced me and started 
feeling all over me carefully. She said, “What am | doing?” The question 
gave me an opportunity to get a laugh, so | answered, “Preparing, | 
guess.” She smiled and said, “No. I’m examining you.” 


Most of Dee’s clients were medical doctors. That’s what | mean by her 
being smart. She told me that they taught her how to help protect herself 
from disease by examining a trick first before she offered her services. 


She said, “You got these things called lymph nodes. When you’re sick, 
like if you got a disease, they swell up. So, if | get trick, and I’m warming 
the motherf*cker up, and hugging him and sh*t; and then | feel some 
swelled-up lymph nodes, it’s time to back the f*ck up!! So, | make up 
some lie—drama, you know.” Theatre. Theatre works everywhere, 
especially on the blade. 


“I'll say some wild-ass sh’t like, ‘OH, NO! They'll go, ‘What, baby??!!’ 
And then, like in a movie, or some sh’t, I'll start walking around with both 
my hands over my face—crying, if | have to. They be like, ‘What's 
wrong??!! | be like, “What kind of person am I!! My AUNTEE just died!!!! 
And | gotta get to her funeral,” and I'll start crying again. 
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“| be sitting there hoping that he makes the offer, and he'll go, ‘Hey, look, 
that’s yo auntee. Don’t even worry about it. We can hook up some other 
time.’ | go, ‘You sure, baby?’ He goes, ‘We can do this any time,’ and the 
chump leaves.’ The f*ck if I’m gonna let some diseased-ass nigguh screw 
me, condom or not!! And | ain’t put’n my mouth on a muthuf*cka’s 
diseased-ass d*ck!!” 


Yeah, the extremely foul language was hard for me to get used to, 
especially after reading high-level Anmadiyya literature. Her doctor tricks 
also supplied her with a variety of antibiotics. | really didn’t like that, 
because she seemed to take them like candy. It was crystal clear that her 
doctor tricks were concerned about their health, probably more than hers. 


Time passes, and we’re like bread on butter—real close friends. “Friends” 
or not, juggling her and Doreen was a bit of a trial, but nothing on earth 
was gonna stop me from completing my mission, if God Willed. My 
introduction to street time began. 


It was 2:00 a.m. | was dead sleep. The phone rang. | picked it up, and 
before | could even sleepily say hello, the voice, without giving a greeting; 
without saying who it was, immediately said, “Abu, do you remember 
when | told you about that b*tch last week, Patricia??!! You won't believe 
what that funky-assed ho said to me yesterday!” | go, “What she say, 
Dee?!,” pretending that | was wide awake, and pretending that | actually 
gave a f*ck, especially at 2:00 a.m., about what Patricia or anybody else 
had said yesterday or any other day. 


“That b*tch told me she tired of coming over to my ‘little’ apartment. 
Stupid-ass B*TCH!! | told her, ‘Then keep yo funky ass the f*ck away 
from here, then, B*TCH!!!” Later, the next week, she called again, in the 
middle of the night, to tell me that she and Patricia had made up, then 
quickly hung up. That's it! “Hey, Abu, me and Patricia cool now.” CLICK. 
She hung up. No greeting. No conversation. No goodbye. 
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The Ahmadiyya Movement in Islam was internationally known for its 
strong literary tradition. A lot of non-Muslim scholars around the world 
had written their PhD dissertations on Anmadiyyat—people like Spencer 
Levan, Anthony Poon-Chan Chi, and others. They loved writing about 
Ahmadiyyat, because it was virtually a brand new, modern religion, 
although, in fact, it was a new sect of Islam. 


Ahmadiyyat had an extremely well-documented history and would allow 
researchers on comparative religious studies to visit its voluminous library, 
located in Rabwah, Pakistan. And | think there was one in Qadian, India, 
the birthplace of Anmadiyyat’s founder. 


The history had been so meticulously recorded that you’d read an account 
of a meeting, for instance, that had occurred in 1891, and it would go like 
this: “The meeting was held at 4:00 p.m. in the northwest corner of the 
rooftop of Mauvli Sanaullah’s house, who was wearing a black turban, 
green shalwas and kamis, and brown sandals. Mirza Muhammad Afzal 
began the meeting, officially, at 4:17 p.m. He recited Al-Fatiha, and the 
first 17 verses of Suratul Bagarah in a melodious voice. The wind was 
blowing at a direction of north by northwest. 


“Hajji Barkatullah started reading the minutes of the previous meeting, as 
was his usual manner, but painfully slowly. At 4:43 p.m. Maulvi Hakeem 
Ansari tapped Hajji Barkatullah on his left thigh to signal him to read 
faster. At that moment, a beautiful red bird flew by, from the southwest, 
and Maulvi Abdullah said, ‘Al-Hamdulillah’ (All praise is due to God).” 


Now, | made that up just as an example, but it is no exaggeration. 
Ahmadiyyat was well known as the most documented modern religious 
movement. Also, | had read many of the books written by the scholars of 
The Movement, all of which were very-well researched and highly 
referenced, such as the five-volume, 3,019-page tafsir (commentary) of 
the Qur'an written by Hazrat Mirza Bashiruddin Mahmud Ahmad, the 
Second Successor to Ahmadiyyat’s founder, a scholarly work of the 
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highest order. I’m nobody's scholar, but the reading of Anmadi material 
really challenges you to step up, on the intellectual tip. 


And now, in stark contrast, at 2:00 a.m. in the morning, | was having a 
“conversation,” with a west side prostitute, about “that bitch,” “that 
“motherf*cker,” “my p*ssy,” “that ho,” “that nigguh,” “the f*ck if /...” “She 
can kiss my black a**,” and on and on and on and on about anything and 
everything that meant nothing. Phil was right. And | dreaded when the 
next thing he predicted would come: the test. And it came. 


It was 1:30 a.m. My car was in the shop. The phone rang. “I’m hungry,” 
a pleading, female voice, in a child-like melody, said softly. It was Dee. 
“l'll be there.” There were some all-night junk-food joints around, and | 
went there and purchased some food. | then took public transportation, all 
the way to the west side. That was about 14 miles. 


| got there, and we sat there on the couch and ate. | noticed that she was 
occasionally looking out the window. By that time, | knew her vibes. 
There was no doubt that she was waiting for a trick. We finished eating. 


She goes, “Okay, Abu, bye.” | couldn't believe it!! She’s kicking me out!! 
The west side was Conservative Vice Lord territory, a gang. I'd taken 
public transportation to the west side, to get off the bus, and walk through 
Conservative Vice Lord territory for this woman so that she could have 
something to eat. And she’s kicking me out. | had assumed she'd let me 
spend the night on the couch, trick or no trick. 


| go, “You gotta be kidding.” She wasn't. | started to say, “Just lemme 
stay here on the couch,” but her eyes were saying, “Get the f*ck out— 
now!” | left, with my male ego deeply bruised. | was boiling inside, with 
anger. Where’s the gratitude, | thought. But Phil had prepared me. 


At that hour in the morning, the buses run every nine days!! | had a long 
wait, but there was nothing else | could do but hope | didn’t get robbed. 
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Because of where | lived, taking a bus way east to downtown, and then 
hopping the train made no sense. | would have to get to Western Avenue 
and transfer onto the Western bus, which would take me just two blocks 
from my crib. | really felt severely abused. I’d been tested, just as Phil 
had schooled me. | began to have a deeper appreciation for the word 
bitch. 


The next morning the phone rang. “I’m sooooooorry, Abu! | won't do that 
again!” She didn’t have to worry about doing that again. Because no way 
was | going to get up and take the damned bus to the west side, again, in 
the middle of the night, walking through Conservative Vice Lord territory. 
One test was enough. 


Throughout the next months, we'd have a super great time. | took her and 
her kids to the Museum of Science and Industry, the Field Museum of 
Natural History, the Planetarium, the Aquarium, Lincoln Park Zoo. | can’t 
remember if we went to the bigger zoo, Brookfield. We had outings to 
roller skating rinks, and Dee should have been in the Olympics, she 
skated so well. We had other outings, like to outside fairs, restaurants, 
etc. 


We decided to have a big outing at a pizza joint. | borrowed Aziz’s van 
and took his children, Sulaiman’s four daughters, my two children, and 
Dee and her children to a pizza joint on Chicago Avenue. We put a 
couple of tables together, end to end, and had enough room for everyone 
to sit around comfortably. Dee and | sat at opposite ends of the table, 
facing each other. 


All the kids were talking and laughing and enjoying the pizza. Then, 
unexpectedly, | made a huge mistake. The atmosphere was amazing— 
very vibrant; very happy. My eyes locked onto Dee’s. And we were 
staring at each other. | was afraid Yeenee would notice, but | couldn't 
keep my eyes off of Dee. I'd failed. The months that Dee and | and the 
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kids had been together caused me to fail brother Phil’s third piece of 
advice: 


Thirdly, brother, if you fall in love with her, you'll blow it. 


Too late. No, it’s not too late. It's happened. All| have to do is hide it 
from her, a thing | knew would be extremely hard. A woman knows when 
you're in love with her. It was time for theatre again. I'd have to do all 
kinds of things, on the fly: not answer the phone some days; find things to 
bitch about, whatever. | was not going to blow this. | would raise her up, 
love be damned. 


| was working at Lexicon, Inc, at the time, an economics research firm with 
three offices around the world. | worked as a Word Processor, when word 
processing was big stuff. But it wasn’t a standard word processing 
software package. Lexicon had constructed its own word processing 
system or had hired some consulting firm to develop one tailored to its 
needs. On Saturdays, if the economists had a large document that 
needed to be produced and faxed to their other offices, they would call me 
at my home and ask me if | was willing to come in. They'd pay me time- 
and-a-half, or double-time, depending. 


They'd send a limousine to pick me up, and man did | feel like big sh*t. It 
was the summertime, and the neighbors would be sitting on their porches. 
They'd see the limousine waiting, and | played it up, as | trotted down the 
stairs and jumped in the back of the limo. Well, the day of the big sh*t 
Word Processor came to a screeching halt, years later, when word 
processing was being taught in high school, and everybody and they 
mamma had aPC at home. This is America. Stick your chest out foo 
long, and somebody (or something) will punch it back in. Live in Chicago 
and stick your chest out too long, and you might end up taking residence 
somewhere in the next life. 
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| was coming in to work at Lexicon and falling asleep at the keyboard, due 
to being on Dee’s clock. My supervisor, a really cool White woman, called 
me into her office and asked, “What's going on?” | tried to play it off: “I’m 
just a little tired.” She goes, “Not every day. Look, we can’t have this. 
You know that. Tell me what's going on.” 


| took a chance and told her about Dee, and what | was trying to do, and 
how Dee calls in the middle of the night, and | “have” to talk to her as if 
that’s normal. Her reaction surprised me. 


She started telling me that some of her friends, in her posh suburban 
neighborhood, were bigger prostitutes than Dee could ever hope to be— 
and they were married. She'd tell me how they would hold back sex from 
their husbands, “unless.” Unless he got a bigger home; unless he built 
another addition to the home; unless he purchased an additional car; 
unless he purchased a mini-yacht; unless the next vacation was in Paris, 
and on and on. It was legal ho’n in suburbia, a one-ho blade in every crib. 


She actually had me cracking up, and she busted some stereotypic 
notions I'd had about life in suburbia. “Look, Abu, you know we can’t keep 
you here if you’re gonna keep coming here falling asleep. You're a crack 
word processor, and we need you—but not fo sleep.” 


Eventually, | got fired. Dee kept the middle-of-the-night chit-chat routine. 
| was really getting tired of it, in part because | didn’t like the idea of being 
something akin to one of her woman friends who served as an ear for 
gossip. | can’t remember if | went back to hacking or got that job at 
Sherwood Conservatory of Music or what. Whatever | did workwise, | 
would not give up on Dee. Missions are to be completed. 


One time | visited Dee and stayed late. This time | spent the night there 
and slept on the couch in the living room. Somewhere around midnight, | 
was awakened by a low, moaning sound. | was sleeping on my left side. 
| opened my eyes, and Dee was standing about 10 feet away from me, 
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facing her bedroom. Her left profile was to me. | could see, because of a 
nightlight, that she was dressed in a long, ankle-length, white, see-thru 
nightgown. 


She was moaning and it sounded like she was crying. She stood there, 
hands dangling at her sides, moaning and standing perfectly still as if she 
were hypnotized. | could finally hear that the moaning was crying, but that 
she was also saying something repeatedly. 


What to do. A woman is crying. I’m aman. | was born in the era of the 
Knight in Shining Armor. But | was also Muslim. | was not even supposed 
to be there, in the first place, alone in the apartment with a west side 
professional hooker. It was a direct violation of the deen—of the Way or 
the practice of Islam—in a number of ways. Between walking through 
Conservative Vice Lord territory, and hanging out with a west side 
prostitute, | had one foot in the grave and one foot in hell. And there was 
nothing funny about either place, or about this grueling mission | was on. 


| just stayed there, on my side, watching and listening. The whining 
became a bit louder, but the words being repeated, which | still could not 
hear, were the same. Enough self-flagellating! | just had to keep going on 
the Mercy of God. 


| stood up and walked over to her. | stood in front of her, and then pulled 
her to me and held her in my arms. Then | could hear the words she’d 
been repeating and that she was still reciting, hypnotically, her arms still 
by her side: “Oh, Lord! Don’t let my kids die in a nuclear war!” | had 
known that she was deeply afraid of and obsessed with the very idea of 
nuclear war. Her fear seemed somewhat irrational, as the chances of her 
and her kids getting killed, any day, on the west side, in that 
neighborhood, were much higher than the chance that nuclear war would 
jump off. 
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M.A.D. (Mutually Assured Destruction), an insane policy between the 
USSR and the U.S. during the Cold War, was in operation. And as 
irrational as such a policy seemed, it was holding the peace. Neither 
country wanted to be wiped off the face of the earth, and both had the 
capacity to do so to each other very easily. But it would have been mutual 
suicide. So, there was maintained what was called, back then, “peace 
through a balance of terror.” | could now feel her tears on my neck. 


| continued holding her for a while, but then picked her up, walked her to 
her bedroom, and put her in bed. | sat on the bed next to her for a while, 
and then tried to get up to go back to the couch, the Islamically 
appropriate thing to do, although that scene and the word “Islamically” had 
no relationship to one another whatsoever, at least in the strictest sense. 
But she grabbed my wrist and wouldn’t let me go. | sat back down. “What 
the hell do | do now?!” | thought. There was no sense contemplating what 
brother-brother would do. 


It was an oy vey situation, to borrow a term from our Jewish brothers and 
sisters. She turned on her left side but continued holding my wrist. 
Leaving was now impossible. | thought, “This is a big mess.” In the 
written traditions of the life of Prophet Muhammad, it is reported that he 
had said, “Do not die in a state of ignorance,” meaning, do not be in the 
midst of doing some sinful stuff, then suddenly drop dead. Because, if 
that happened, you’d liable to be thrown straight into hell. 


Six years later, a scene in the movie, Malcolm X, starring Denzel 
Washington, reminded me of what might have happened had | gone the 
route of Sammy. Malcolm had a reunion with his old street partner, 
Shorty, who told Malcolm that Sammy, another street friend, had died 
while having sex with a woman that was 25 years younger than him. 
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Woman freaks out while Sammy drops dead on top of her 
Courtesy 40 Acres and a Mule Filmworks 


“What a way to go!” had a different meaning in Islam. And dropping dead 
while having sex outside of marriage was not the way to go. According to 
Ahmadi Islamic doctrine, hell was temporary. But according to Sunni 
Islamic doctrine, the most accepted interpretation of Islamic doctrine, hell 
was everlasting, like Catholic hell. | suppose the better incentive for not 
having sex with Dee would have been to obtain “the pleasure and love of 
Allah” by not doing so. And the pleasure of Allah may have been on my 
mind. 


But the horrid thought of burning in hell forever was, I’m sorry to say, the 
stronger incentive for avoiding sex with Dee, who was about my age, both 
of us still young and potent (“Full of babies,” dad would put it). All kinds of 
other religious admonitions—a ton of them—were floating around in my 
mind. | knew them all and had violated a number of them, except having 
sex, all for “making friends” to raise Dee up. | wondered how “friendly” the 
angel on my left side might be. Prophet Muhammad had said, 


There is an angel on your right side, and an angel on your left side. 
The angel on your right side writes down your good deeds. The 
angel on your left side rights down your bad deeds. On the Day of 
Judgement, if your good deeds out-weigh your bad deeds, you will 
go to heaven. But if your bad deeds out-weigh your good deeds, you 
will go to hell. 
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| wondered if the angel on my left side would give me a play by omitting to 
record this portion of my life. Probably not. Unfortunately, angels, 
according to Islam, could take no independent action. Something was 
about to get recorded. And it was my choice as to what that would be. 
I've always remained immensely baffled that God would give us free will, 
yet send us to everlasting, burning hell for using it. “It’s a test,” religious 
people, of whatever religion, would tell me. Okay...! guess. 


Prior to meeting Dee, had someone said to me, “What would you do if...” 
And then outlined the scenario that | was now in, | would have said, 
“Astagfirullah!!” which means, “I seek forgiveness from Allah!!!” In the 
context of the question asked, you might say that it meant, “Heaven 
forbid! | would never get in a situation like that!!” Well, here | was. A 
fearful woman, afraid for her three children, was genuinely terrified. Sex 
was not the issue. 


| knew she wasn’t just bullsh*t’n to try to lure me into bed, because | still 
remembered how | had met her: She'd been passing out anti-nuclear 
weapons and anti-nuclear plant literature. That was my very first 
impression of her (Well, except for the bare thighs). She was serious and 
seemed as knowledgeable about the subject as any expert on nuclear 
issues. She wasn’t playing games. 


I'd done everything else “wrong.” | was there. | had held her and done so 
while she was wearing a see-thru nightgown—with nothing on under it. | 
had carried her. Time to decide. | crawled into the bed, hoping that, up to 
and including that moment, the good deeds I'd accumulated were 
outweighing my bad deeds. If not, and! died while in bed with a hooker, 
’'d be up sh*t’s creek—forever. | wondered how temporary Ahmadi hell 
was. 


| crawled in bed with her and held her, pulling her as close as | could, 
trying to comfort her. In short order, we were both fast asleep. 
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| woke up the next morning. | had missed Fajr prayer, the morning Islamic 
prayer. She was not in the bed. | smelled bacon—beef. She’d known | 
was Muslim, and would not eat pork, so she’d kept beef bacon there for 
me for those days when I’d spent the night, sleeping on the couch. 


| sat up and sat on the side of the bed for a moment, then stood up and 
walked to the kitchen door and stood there until she felt my presence. 
Shortly thereafter, she turned around, looked at me, smiled softly, and 
then we both broke out in a big belly laugh. And | mean a BIG belly laugh. 


It was clear what was being said—crystal clear, though we did not have to 
verbalize it—a Black folks thing, | guess. We had been in bed, all night, 
and hadn't had sex. Why? It didn’t make sense. But it was funny! What 
had stopped us? You wake up, during the night, and you’re holding a 
young, beautiful professional love-maker—a normal red-blooded 
American male’s ultimate dream (except for having sex with a nun, or a 
Playboy playmate)—who Is practically wearing nothing. Your nature didn’t 
die. Yet, you fall back asleep. What's going on? 


From one perspective, this had been a mistake....sort of. | mean, | 
wanted her now, BIG time, for my wife, ho or not. So, from then on, I’d 
carefully try to put more feeling into the relationship, hoping | could slowly 
move towards talking to her about marriage. But the experience taught 
me something about someone like her. 


Because of that night, in which sex had been avoided, she now had put 
me on a shelf, like some special thing; like some Buddha statue, or some 
sh*t; like some kind of treasure. And any time | tried to gradually bring us 
closer in a romantic way, she would delicately and skillfully push back, 
and never in a harsh way, but always with a smile. This was something 
Phil had not taught me. She wasn’t “a prostitute.” She was a woman. 


| had failed and fallen in love. According to Phil, she was now supposed 
to be trying to take me to trickville. She was supposed to be trying to turn 
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me into a client and a chump. But she wasn’t doing either one. It was 
frustrating that | couldn’t get closer no matter how hard | tried. We were 
close now—very close. But not close enough for my taste 


| also realized—and | didn’t like this—that she was controlling the 
relationship even stronger, but in a softer way than she'd been controlling 
it before. | suppose that turned out to be a good thing, and in such an 
uncharacteristically, non-ho, non-west side, very feminine way that I’d not 
seen in her before. Maybe she was in love now, too. 


| started getting more serious about getting her out of The Game. | would 
sit her down and talk to her about her children; about realizing how, if she 
got the wrong trick in her apartment, harm might come to her and her 
children. But | still avoided preaching. | had learned, without Phil’s help, 
but just by instinct, that what she needed was support—non-judgmental 
support. My job was simply to be there for her. Sometimes we would sit 
and read Scripture, either the Bible or Qur'an. She /oved Scripture. 


One day | visited her. She surprised me. She’d learned the seven short 
verses of the first chapter of Qur'an, Surat-ul-Fatiha, and could recite 
them, from memory, and in Arabic. | had taught her, line by line, but it 
didn't seem as if she’d been picking it up. But that day she recited Surat- 
ul-Fatiha, in Arabic, word for word and perfectly. 


Bismillaahir Rahmaanir Raheem 

Alhamdu lillaahi Rabbil 'aalameen 

Ar-Rahmaanir-Raheem 

Maaliki Yawmid-Deen 

lyyaaka na'budu wa lyyaaka nasta'een 

lhdinas-Siraatal-Mustaqeem 

Siraatal-lazeena an‘amta ‘alaihim, 
ghayril-maghdoobi ‘alaihim wa lad-daaalleen 


Then she said, excitedly, “And guess what, Abu?!” | go, “What?” She 
said, “I’ve taught Fatiha to all the hos on the strip that | know!!!” | smiled 
and said, “Wow, that’s great!” Somehow, | found it strange when | would 
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picture a hustler, walk’n down Madison Street, on the blade, reciting 
Surat-ul-Fatina—in Arabic. It somehow seemed a contradictory sight. 


| arrived there one day, and she grabbed me by the wrist and said, 
“C’mon, Abu, let’s go see Ms. Sally!” | had no idea who that was. We 
walked to the next block to an apartment building, climbed up the steps 
and entered, then walked up a long flight of steps to the second floor. We 
turned right and walked down a long hallway. At the very end of the 
hallway, on the left, a door was open. 


We walked in, and Dee said, “Heeeeey, Ms. Sally!!” Ms. Sally was an old, 
93-year-old Black woman. She was rocking in her rocking chair, watching 
Pat Robertson’s 700 Club, a Christian TV program. She did not reply. 
Dee said, “Abu, you go on and have a seat. I’m gonna clean up.” 


Dee went about the apartment, sweeping, cleaning up. She came back to 
the living room, noticed a Commonwealth Edison light bill on a coffee 
table, picked it up and said, “Ms. Sally, you pay this bill?” Ms. Sally said 
nothing and just continued rocking back and forth, watching the 700 Club. 


Dee then said, “C’mon, Abu, I’m gone hustle up some money and pay this 
bill.” | tried to convince myself that she did not mean she was going on 
the blade to ho for some dough. But | knew that this was precisely what 
she meant. We first went back home, where June Bug was watching his 
little sisters. She checked in on the kids, and then we both walked back to 
the front door. She greatly lowered her voice, and said, “Abu, stay here 
with the kids, please. I’m gone hustle up this dough.” 


| now wanted her more than ever. This woman was going out to possibly 
jeopardize her very life trying to sell her body to some trick in order to pay 
an old 93-year-old Black woman’s light bill. Any judgmental sh*t that had 
been remaining inside of me vanished. She was back before an hour had 
passed. “C’mon with me, Abu, and walk with me up to the currency 
exchange so | can pay this bill for Ms. Sally.” 
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This was a world that had turned my world upside down and inside out. 
How can good and bad exist in the same space? It didn’t make any 
sense. But then | remembered what Muhammad Aziz, born Muslim in 
Hyderabad, India, had said to me one day. He’d pushed out his hand 
towards me, palm up, and said, “Brother, this is Allah.” Then he turned his 
hand over to the back side, and said, “And this is Shaitan.” He was saying 
that God and Satan were two sides of the same coin. | mean, that really 
f*cked with me. And it still does, but | leave it alone. It’s filed. 


Time passed. One day | was visiting, cooling out. She was playing some 
loud music. | felt at home—as if | was back on 51st Street on a Saturday 
morning, and Daddy Cheese was shadow boxing, down the hallway, while 
listening to Lloyd Price’s version of the song, Stagger Lee. | actually fell 
into what seemed like a trance. She was in the kitchen cooking, took a 
break, and came and sat next to me. 


“| want out,” she said. “Help me get out of The Game.” Whoa!! What do | 
do now? Everything now would have to be played on the fly. First thing | 
felt was to not open the door for any second-guessing. | go, “So, let’s do 
it!” | stood up and said, “I’m going to the crib now, and I'll check back with 
you later, and we'll get on this!” She smiled, jumped up, and gave me a 
big hug with her arms around my neck. Knight time! 


| went home, opened the Yellow Pages, and found a place called the 
Midwest Women’s Center, located at 343 S. Dearborn in downtown 
Chicago, coincidentally the same high-rise office building where | had 
gotten the contract to process that law firm’s advertising mailings. | called 
there, and told them what the deal was, and to my pleasant surprise they 
said that they specialized. | had my car, so | left the crib, drove downtown 
and parked in a parking garage near the building. 


| found the office and sat with someone for about 40 minutes. Her 
knowledge was immense. It’s what they did—every day. She told me, 
“Now, Mr. Salahuddin, I’ve gotta tell you from jump street: This is not 
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gonna go as you might think. You're gonna have to accept that. This is 
going to be a bumpy road.” 


| doubted that it could get any bumpier. I’d gotten Dee settled with the 
center. They had gatherings, or classes that Dee had signed up to attend. 
She'd call me and tell me, in meticulous detail, everything that had gone 
down, and I'd be so pleased. One thing that | didn’t know, though: The 
best liars on earth (except for politicians) are street people. 


| had taken it for granted that she’d been going to the center, because of 
the details she’d spell out. But, one day, my gut was telling me | needed 
to check. | drove downtown, walked over to the center and asked about 
Dee. “She hasn't been here in two weeks,” | was told. My heart sunk. 
She said to me, “You remember what | told you when you first came 
here,” and she smiled. She could feel my vibes, and said, “Look, don't 
give up! Just realize: It's change. It’s hard for her.” 


Those were key words. Those words caused me to realize something, 
though | did not want to accept it: Yes, I’d been trying to help Dee. But too 
much of it was about me—me, the Knight in Shining Armor, trying hard to 
put my own feather in my own cap. | guess that was natural. Who 
doesn’t want to feel good about themselves? But very quickly subdued 
that and placed her even much more strongly at the center of my very life. 
It wasn’t about me anyway. It was about her. | could have long ago 
ended up dead somewhere on Homan and Douglas. But I’d gone this far. 


Well, as the woman had said, it was hard for her. But it was hard for me 
too. Now | felt like | was on the L train again, a square on square one. 
The wind had been knocked out of me, and | drove back home to think 
what to do. | was close to depression. The next day | called Dee, and 
asked was it okay to come over, and she said, “Cool.” 


When | got there, and she let me in, she started giving me all the details 
about what had happened at the center. | sat there quietly, letting her 
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finish. Then | said, “Dee...You haven't even been there. | went down 
there, Dee, yesterday, and the woman said that you ain't been there in 
two weeks.” | was expecting a quiet, embarrassed look, with her putting 
her head down, and me consoling her, going, “Dee, don’t even worry 
about it, girl! We'll get through this!” You know—the movies. 


Nope. That's not what happened. She instantly shot back, “What?! Abu, 
| was there!” | go, “Dee, | talked to the woman, and she said you were not 
there.” She goes, “She just didn’t see me!!” | broke out laughing. 
Laughter was a strange reaction, because, at the same time, | was 
furious. She laughed too, knowing full-well that she was lying. | go, “Now, 
you know you LYING!” and I'd said it with a slight chuckle and a smile. 
She goes, “Naw, Abu! | was there!” She sat there looking serious. 


Somehow she got back on track, and they got her a job in telemarketing. 
She was really good at it, and | actually visited her once at her 
telemarketing gig. That’s when | knew that Dee could be rich one day, if 
she put her mind to it. She was a fast thinker. She knew her sh*t and 
was absolutely coherent and personable over the phone. She’d dealt with 
enough tricks to develop an easy rapport with people. In any type of 
business, from ho’n to hotel management, you have to be personable. 


When she got off work, we went to her crib and cooled out a bit. After 
about an hour hanging out, | went back to my crib. | saw my future, or so 
I'd thought. We'd be married. | wouldn't insist that she accept Islam. 
That would be up to her. | called a friend of mine, Rafiq Anmad, a 
carpenter. “Rafiq, listen. You working?” He goes, “What's up?” | go, “l 
need two bedrooms built in my basement.” 


| had two bedrooms upstairs. Dee and | would stay upstairs in the main 
bedroom. Sharon, the baby, would take the other upstairs bedroom. 
June Bug and Lil Bit would each have their own bedrooms in the 
basement. The basement was an unfinished one, but I'd get it finished 
over time. Main thing was to get those two bedrooms built. We'd 
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probably have more kids, so she’d probably end up working a part-time 
job. I'd get a regular job, as well as hack hard on Friday night and all day 
Saturday. Sunday would be cool-out, family day BIG time. 


“Yeah, brother, | can hook that up for you,” Rafiq said. It was a dream— 
and that’s all it was. More months passed. More bullsh*t. More lies. 
More games. It had been nine months, and I’d been fired. Nine months 
of sacrifice. Nine months of hope. Nine months of dreaming. Nine 
months of trying to keep the woman that | did have, Doreen. | was facing 
defeat, and the only thing left was to accept it. | knew | was f*cking up. 
Doreen, who'd been my rock, I’d demoted to my just-in-case chick. Not 
good, | know. 


But, in truth, | was emotionally all over the place. | wanted to give up. But 
| also wanted to push it hard and stick to my self-imposed assignment to 
raise her up. | felt that I'd become this very uneasy embodiment of that 
common female refrain: “Men are dogs!!” as | worked to keep Doreen, 
knowing full well | wanted Dee more. (Mea culpa, Mea culpa, Mea 
maxima culpa. The armor wasn’t shining but the Knight was right—or so | 
believed). 


What else was there to do? | was stuck, or so I’d thought. I’d entered a 
west side hustler’s life who, at least for a while, had appeared to be rapidly 
turning around. Plus, | was in love. But now | had to abandon the world 
of dreams, take my licks, and get back down to earth. How easy it is to 
believe in, and see, a world that doesn’t exist. | thought about how | used 
to mock the “Harlequin Romance novel chick” who lived in that dream 
world projected by every book of that old fictional romance novel series 
that occupied the racks of every single library, it seemed, in the U.S., back 
in the day. Seems like men can be just as dreamy as any woman— 
maybe more so, | don’t know. 


It was time to face facts. That was a horrible truth to accept. One day, | 
drove over to Dee’s. When | got inside, | said, “We gotta talk.” We sat on 
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the couch, and | said, “Dee. I’m sorry, but I'm done. You ain’t pulling your 
weight. It's okay, though. It's who you are. But | can’t deal. | just can’t.” 
We tried to talk for a while and be normal, but it just wasn’t working, so | 
split. 


A few years passed, and I’m in my third marriage—not to Doreen. Doreen 
and | had broken up (no surprise there) and I’d met someone else at 
Sherwood, as | mentioned earlier. | had only occasionally thought about 
Dee. Life goes on. 


When | married Karen, my now wife of 32 years, | sold my home and 
moved to her crib. She taught, and still teaches, violin and the clients that 
could afford paying for violin lessons lived closer to her and surrounding 
suburbs. So, | didn’t want to inconvenience her by moving her into my 
crib. Aziz purchased my home from me and rented it out as income 
property. Cool. Aziz, an Indian, was now a “Chowdhury” (landowner), 
three times over. 


One day, the phone rang. It was the local Mubaligh-in-charge of our local 
Ahmadi jamaat. A mubaligh, in Anmadiyyat, is an Anmadi Muslim 
missionary. He goes to Ahmadi missionary school for seven years, in 
Rabwah, Pakistan, after which the Khilafat (Caliphate, i.e., the institution 
that supports the leader, the Khalifa, or Caliph) assigns him to a country 
where he will serve the Jamaat and the general population in the area. 


“Assalamo Alaikum, brother Abubakr. Brother, some woman by the name 
of Dee called the Mosque asking for you.” | smiled inside. Mubalighs, 
when they come to this country, are very naive, and often have a hard 
time adjusting to American life. “Some woman” had called me. This ain't 
Rabwah, Pakistan. “Some woman” is everywhere. No escape. 


One time, a new Missionary-in-Charge of the entire United States needed 
to be picked up at O’Hare Airport. It so happened that Muzaffar Anmad 
Zafr, the Black Amir (President) of the entire American Ahmadiyya Jamaat 
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was in town. Muzaffar was also the head of the most successful drug- 
rehabilitation program in America, Project Cure. A few of us, including 
Muzaffar, drove to O’Hare to pick up the new Mubaligh-in-Charge. 


We picked him up and ended up driving down Lakeshore Drive. When we 
got to an area where the beaches were, “Imam sahib,” as it was 
customary to address a missionary, shouted, “Oh, brothers, stop the 
car!!!” 


We were on Lake Shore Drive, and there was no stopping, just as there 
would be no stopping on a highway, and we just wanted to get him settled 
at the Mosque rather than take a Lake Shore Drive exit for whatever was 
bothering him. He would eventually be stationed in Washington, DC, but 
had wanted to see the first ever Anmadiyya mosque in America, and that 
was located in Chicago, on the south side. 


Muzaffar said, “Imam sahib, what’s the matter?” 

Imam sahib answered, “There were women—naked 
women—walking around everywhere!!” He was 
referring to bikini-clad women on the beach. “We must 
stop and go there and convert them to Islam and 
cover them!!!” 


| could see that, in addition to myself, Rafiq, the 
driver, was holding back laughter. Muzaffar 
answered, “Imam Sahib, let me tell you something, 
and you must learn this immediately. If we could stop \ayzaffar Zafr 
now, and went over there, brother, just believe me courtesy Twitter.com 
when | tell you this: Those women may end up 

converting you.” The laughter couldn't be held back, and the car was 
filled with it. Imam sahib just looked puzzled. 


Incidentally, another missionary that came later—a local one—did get 
converted by a Chicago Greek woman. Greektown, as it was once called, 
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had been notorious for such conversions—of whoever. And I’m not 
talking about prostitution. I’m talking about whatever it is (or perceived to 
be) about Mediterranean women, Arab, Jewish, Greek, whatever, that 
captures men. It happened to me once—a Jewish woman (Reformed 
Judaism—quite reformed). 


That missionary, whom I'll call Anwar, had been stationed in the Midwest 
by the Khilafat. But the Khilafat had established his next assignment, 
once his term in the Midwest had ended, to be Greece. So, he was 
instructed to learn the Greek language before his assignment in the 
Midwest ended, so that he would be prepared to carry out his duties in 
Greece. 


Rather than enroll in Berlitz School of Languages, he decided to find a 
teacher in Greektown. He got converted—very converted. And he was 
already married to a Pakistani woman. The Indus River, apparently, 
doesn’t produce the same type of women that the Mediterranean Sea 
produces. As the old saying in the hood went, Anwar’s nose was wide 
open. He was hooked. As my mom would have said, “She reeled him in.” 


He was a bit of an arrogant man who would not hang out with us 
American-born Ahmadis. Had he done so, | could have pulled his coat 
about Greek women, because even in the Black neighborhood, for as long 
as | could remember, you’d hear dudes say, “Stay away from those Greek 
broads, man, they'll turn you out!!” As racially segregated as Chicago had 
been back in my day, in the 1950s, even then Rod Keithley’s axiom 
applied: 


It is almost an axiom in anthropology that when two cultures meet 
they do not always bleed, but they do always breed.”8 


78 Rod Keithley, Racism: What It Is, What To Do About It (Kalamazoo: The 
Sapien Society, 1991) 
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Yeah, so Afro-Greco relationships did occur in segregated Chi-Town. As 
my ex-wife would put it, “The truth is the light.” And the light, for Anwar, 
shined Greek: Angelina. 


Well, somehow, before any more attempted breeding could take place, 
the international Markaz (Ahmadiyya HQ), in Rabwah, found out that 
Anwar had gotten converted by Angelina. So, he was sent back to 
Rabwah, in disgrace, for seven years before being allowed back in a 
missionary role. Conversion to American women was not allowed in 
Ahmadiyyat—at least not that type of conversion. When it came to 
converting, American women were the champions, as well as being a fully 
recognized international religion. 


Anyway, the Mubaligh asked me, “Should | give her your phone number, 
brother Abubakr.” | said, “Yes, Imam Sahib. She’s an old friend— 
someone | was trying to convert to Islam.” | wasn’t gonna tell him she was 
a west side prostitute that I'd once “went to bed with” and wanted to 
marry. The founder of Anmadiyyat, Hazrat Anmad, had once said, “It is a 
fool who falls in love with a prostitute.” | stood guilty as charged. But this 
fool, as | would soon find out, would be vindicated in the end—and so 
would the Ahmadiyya Khalifa, Hazrat Mirza Nasir Anmad, Khalifatul Masih 
Ill, who'd told us to “make friends,” palm side or back side, up or down. 


Some 30 minutes later, the phone rang. | picked it up and said hello. The 
voice on the other end said, “AbuuuuuuuuuuuuUUUuU!!!!” It was Dee. 
“Dee!!” | answered. “Girl, how you doing?” She said, “Fine,” with a child- 
like voice. Then she said, “Abu! Thank you!” | go, “For what?” She 
goes, “For getting me out of The Game. | could never have done it 
without you. | quit. I'm Muslim. | accepted Islam! And I’m getting 
married—to a Muslim. And | want you to be my Wali79!!” 


79 A Wali is a witness to a Muslim marriage. 
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| said, “Hold on,” and went to the washroom to gather myself. My wife had 
been in the kitchen, and | didn’t want to burst out crying—not in front of 
her, anyway. Not yet. | went back and picked up the phone. “Yeah, Dee, 
I’m back.” She goes, “You saved my life! I’m so grateful to you! Allah be 
praised!” 


We talked some more, and then she said, “Lil Bit’s gone call you. | called 
her and gave her your number. She wants to say hello, and she’s got 
something to tell you.” We talked some more, and eventually she had to 
go. She said, “I love you, Abu!” | was tempted to say, “Too f*cking /ate, 
b*tch!” But, instead, | returned the love. “I love you too, Dee!” 


About 30 minutes later the phone rang. It was Lil Bit. “Heeeey, Abul! 

Abu!! I’m married! | got a good husband, and he works—every day!! 

Abu....... Thank you......thank you!!!!!!" No more hiding. | broke down 
crying something fierce. God is Great!! Incidentally, in April of 2021, | 
found out that Lil Bit is still married to the same guy. 


Make friends, Hazoor®® had said. Simple as that. Well, not really that 
simple, in Dee’s case. But, in the end, it all paid off. 


Now, here’s the deal: | been paid Reparations so many times in my life. | 
dug my own pot of gold, by the Grace of God. No treasure can be as 
great as having witnessed the transformation of a west side hustler, 
especially, thank God, through me, a stone square. With all the things my 
mom, my dad, Chaka, my brother, Phil, Jomo, Dee and others gave me, | 
am drowning in treasure. 


Stop wasting time whining, blaming, and begging. Get out and help 
people. Help yourself, first, so you can better help people. | did it. 
Anyone else can. But this story is not over with yet. 


80 To Ahmadis, it’s an affectionate address for their leader; for the founder of 
Ahmadiyyat, Hazrat Ahmad; for Prophet Muhammad; for prophets in general; 
for successors of Muhammad, for Mujjadids (Muslim reformers), etc. 
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We lost track of each other again, for many years. One day | left work at 
Northeastern Illinois University with my friend, Dr. lliahu Abraham. We 
were waiting at the bus stop at the end of the line on Devon Street. Dr. 
Abraham said, “Abu, somebody's calling you,” and he pointed. A young 
woman, on the front passenger side of a car, was smiling and calling my 
name. | had no idea who she was. Doc Abraham said, “Man, get over 
there! You got a young woman calling you, foo!!!” 


| walked to the car. When | got there she smiled, and pointed with her 
forefinger to whoever was driving the car. | bent over and looked in. It 
was Dee. Ofcourse, | was elated. We talked a tiny bit and exchanged 
numbers. The young woman on the passenger side was Sharon, all 
grown up. 


Dee and | had a reunion. | was still married. Dee wasn’t. She'd divorced 
a guy named Isa. It had turned out that he was a damned religious fanatic 
and had a huge weakness. She explained to me that, when she first got 
married to him, she felt blessed, because of my efforts that got her out of 
The Game. So, her thought was to do whatever Isa said—be a “good” 
Muslim woman. She said that, to her, at that time, any life after The 
Game was heaven. 


“Isa” is the name of Jesus given in Qur'an. And | swear, every single “Isa” 
that | have ever met, in my days as a Muslim, had been utterly insane, 
annoyingly dogmatic, immensely boring, and dangerous. | asked other 
Muslims if they’d experienced the same, and | was always told, “Yep!” 
Maybe it had something to do with “last days” beliefs recorded in hadith 
about the return of Isa, to this earth, to assist “Imam Mahdi’ in establishing 
Islam, | really don’t know; some kind of twisted savior complex. 


“Isa Muslims,” as | call them, believe that Isa/Jesus, when he returns, is 
going to assist Imam Mahdi in slaughtering “the kafiroon” (disbelievers), 
meaning all non-Muslims. Then, Dar-ul-Islam (The abode of Islam; the 
world of Islam) will be dominant on the planet. 
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The same words—utterly insane, annoyingly dogmatic, immensely boring, 
and dangerous—could also be used about those hardcore, fundamentalist 
Christian preachers, and their followers, who preached that war should be 
waged against all Muslim countries, so that Jesus can see that Christians 
had “earned” the right for him to return to finish the job by slaughtering 
what Muslims were /eft. The world would then be “cleansed,” and Jesus 
would then create “The Kingdom of God,” and this despite the fact that 
Jesus had said, “The Kingdom of God is within you.” 


It has always fascinated me that, within both Christianity and Islam, 
identical fundamentalist doctrines exist regarding the return of Jesus to 
establish, on this planet, one or the other of those religions, and do so 
through bloodshed. Very strange. No one seems to want Jesus to rest. 


Well, anyway, this dude, Isa, had told her to stay in the house at all times, 
and never leave. And that if he ever discovered that she’d left the house, 
he would butcher her—literally. While he was telling her that, he had a 
long machete in his hand. Her background had been the streets of the 
west side of Chicago—that island | talked about earlier. I'd rescued her 
from hell, as far as she was concerned, and she would obey her new 
Muslim husband to a tee, feeling that he was a Godsend; feeling that God 
had sent her just the right man, as she’d entered a new life—somebody to 
strongly keep her in check. 


But one day, after months of marriage, she became suspicious— 
something in her gut. He told her he was going somewhere and would be 
back later. Normally, she’d stay there, obediently, trying to be a “good 
Muslim woman.” But this time, something in her bones told her to follow 
him. 


After he left and drove off, she ran to her car, got in and followed him. 
The dude drove all the way to the south side of Chicago and parked on a 
street. She knew that street from her street days visiting south side 
friends. And she knew something about that street. 
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She stayed as far behind as she could, and parked. She watched him get 
out of the car and walk into a known crack cocaine house. She thought, 
“Ain't this some sh*t!” She waited there a long time. He did not come out. 
Eventually, she drove back home. 


When Isa returned, he'd noticed that her car was not parked in the same 
place. It meant that she had committed the mortal sin of disobeying |sa’s 
explicit instructions to never leave the house. He sternly lectured her. 
Then he went and got the machete. He was waving it in front of her, and 
said, “Do you remember what | told you?” 


| said to her, “Damn, Dee! I’m so sorry that happened! What did you do?” 
She said, “What the f*ck you think | did?! | got up and snatched that 
machete from him, threw it across the room, kicked his motherf*cking ass, 
and threw the motherf*cker out the house—the b*tch ass nigguh!!” It was 
no surprise. Of course, | laughed my ass off. 


Dee was west side—Chicago west side. She used to get into fights—with 
men—to defend her big brother. That's right: her big brother. It seemed 
like every neighborhood of the Black community had a skinny little Black 
women about whom people would say, “Man, don’t f*ck with her! She'll 
kick yo ass!” Dee was that type. For some reason, in my eyes, it made 
her femininity even stronger. I’ve never been able to figure out why. But 
back when I'd been trying to raise her up, whenever she “let down the 
veil,” i.e., displayed her femininity; displayed her complete beauty; her soft 
side, it was super special and very attractive—dangerously so. 


We went to see a movie. We walked through a mall, holding hands and 
window shopping. Finally, we went to a bar in the mall where they also 
served food and ordered a lunch. We sat there talking and talking and 
talking. She said, “Do you know what did it? It was your focus on my 
children. And you never judged me. But it was mostly my children. You 
made me realize that | had to get out of The Game for my children.” 
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| started having this terrible, and unfair to her, thought that maybe she was 
lying. But maybe it was just my own insecurity about myself. She said, 
“Hey, | do home care now. | also picked up a number of these little 
hospital skills, and | got certificates. | take care of a Rabbi. | want you to 
meet him.” 

The next week | went with her to “Rabbi's.” Dee was really into Jewish 
Rabbis, from whom she claimed she learned a lot, especially this one 
particular Rabbi. She had the key to Rabbi’s apartment, and we went in. 
He was in a back room, bedridden. He was in his late 90s. “Rabbi, | want 
you to meet my friend, Abu!” He turned his head slowly to me and smiled. 
He had a truly angelic smile and a glowing face. She talked a bit more 
with him, then said to me, “C’mon, Abu, | have to get Rabbi’s hospital 
room set up.” 


We walked to the living room. She picked up the phone and called some 
hospital. “Let me speak to nurse” so and so. She waited. Soon, her 
entire demeaner had changed, and in a very commanding and 
professional manner she was barking out very specific orders to the nurse 
concerning what needed to be done to set up Rabbi's room properly. 
What equipment would be needed. What meds were to be given, and 
when and how. And special instructions about his religious needs. | was 
now convinced that she was totally on the up and up. 


One day she called me. “Abu, guess what? Sharon’s graduating from 
Columbia College, in journalism!” | had held that little baby in my arms. | 
remembered when, one day, way back when | was trying to raise Dee up, 
Dee had to go out—maybe to ho. | stayed and watched the kids. | stood 
over Sharon’s baby crib, staring down at her, and prayed, “Oh God! 
Please protect this little baby from this environment!! Please give her 
success in life!” 


There is no explaining watching Sharon walk. But not down the ho stroll. 
As the reader may know, when you graduate, one of the terms used is 
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that you walked—same term used for the hos on the west side track who 
walked, trying to attract tricks. | sat there in the audience, at the 
University of Illinois Pavilion, waiting for Sharon’s turn to walk across the 
stage to go receive her college diploma, dressed in cap and gown. 
Finally, her name was called, and she walked. She walked, smiling, 
across the stage, dressed in cap and gown, and picked up her college 
diploma. | cried. Al-Hamdulillah8'!!! “Make friends.” 


Earlier that day Dee had invited me to go to a bar with her and Sharon to 
celebrate after the graduation ceremonies, and | agreed. There was a 
blues band playing there. Dee and | were sitting at the bar, and Sharon 
was standing at the rear of a crowd that was watching the band play. 


At one point, Dee called Sharon to come over to the bar with us. When 
Sharon came over, Dee said, “Sharon, always remember who this man is. 
If it were not for him, you and | might have been killed over there on 
Homan and Douglas.” | broke out crying. They both smiled, or giggled, 
and gave me a big hug. (I’m a crybaby) 


Dee never skipped a beat after leaving The Game. She'd also become a 
real estate agent, and that’s what she is today, doing really big real estate 
deals, though she’s officially retired. She had used her own money to 
send Sharon all the way through college, to graduation. One thing to 
remember: She did it. | was just there for support. She reached down 
inside of herself and pulled it up; got it together. | was only a catalyst.&2 


Reader, if you’re Black, do your thing. Get your Reparations if it comes (I 
doubt it). Cool. As | said earlier, just don’t give me a check. / try never to 
preach (The reader's going, “Ya could have fooled me!!”). | have a habit 
of using the word “consider.” | ask you to consider the following: Consider 
seeing how you, yourself, can repair one of your people—ten of your 


81 A|| praise is due to God 
82 | don’t know if this is hypocritical, but | do not recommend trying to raise up 
ahooker. There are dangers—including emotional ones—involved. 
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people, or however many. See how you can repair yourself. See what 
you can do, every single day, to make a difference in another Black 
person’s life, or in the life of any other American. 


Repairing one life can have a ripple effect that can repair millions. This is 
not mere philosophizing. I've lived it. This ain't a “theory.” This ain't 
critical race “theory,” where you blame White folks for everything. This is 
rugged life experience. By the way, as of this writing, CRT, critical race 
theory, has been rejected by a majority of Americans, no matter the so- 
called race or color. So now, Black Wokianity/Anti-Liberty adherents are 
trying to do “a sneaky,” now that CRT has been rejected by Americans, 
and they’re now trying to sneak CRT over by using terms like, “racial 
justice education” and other such terms. 


Chaka repaired the lives of those of us who, like him, loved our people 
and wanted the best for our people. He repaired our doubts and fears, 
because he truly cared and truly loved. (It truly kills me that | can’t find 
him. | want to thank him. His birth name is Leroy Hardy). 


Reparations are about repairing. | submit that, perhaps if you focus your 
attention on what you can do now, instead of waiting for heavily corrupt 
politicians and political grifters, who, quite frankly, often appear to have 
contempt, not care, for our people; who feign care, and will use anything 
to extract votes from you so they can obtain and maintain power, | 
suggest that you turn inward and begin to repair whatever you feel might 
need to be repaired within yourself. Because, when you do that, you will 
then be able to repair others. Just my two cents. As we used to close 
meetings, leave gatherings, end letters in the ‘60s, Peace out. 


A Squeegee and a Bucket 
A Pig’s Foot and a Bottle of Beer 


Black man and cigar 
courtesy masterfile.com 


hacked between 1977 and 1980 in metropolitan Chicago. I'd normally 

stay in the loop, meaning downtown Chicago, but this particular day | 

took a fare from the loop to 79" & the Dan Ryan Expressway, on the 
south side of Chicago. | dropped the fare off, and, to my good luck, 
immediately picked up another fare. 


Stereotyping is an unfortunate habit that we human beings often have, 
“Judge a man as he comes to you” be damned. And the stereotyping can 
occur in all types of ways. You can see someone who's fat, and assume 
that he can’t run fast, as was the case with a childhood friend of mine, 
Ralph Jenkins, who turned out to be the fastest guy on our block. You’d 
desperately want him on your side when you were choosing for a serious 
game of “league ball,” i.e., baseball. 


Back in the 1980s, | had a friend of mine who'd been an ex-Prince in the 
Blackstone Rangers, a Chicago Street gang, with a street rep that was so 
tough that, after he got imprisoned to serve a life sentence, government 
agents appeared at his prison, demanding to see him. When they got to 
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his cell, dressed Jake, they did not even greet him. One of them said, 
“You have two choices. You can rot in this cell for the rest of your life. Or 
you can join the U.S. Army and do Recon.” Recon meant 
reconnaissance. You'd be dropped behind enemy lines with the goal of 
completing your mission, and you were on your own to make your way 
back to safety after, or if, you’d completed the mission. You would 
generally be assumed to be dead, unless you made it back to some 
rendezvous point. 


Jerry explained to me that he had agreed to go, in part because he’d 
heard that, in Vietnam, you could have all the drugs and women you 
wanted. Interestingly, just before he went to Nam, he accepted Islam, and 
when he'd lead his team into a Vietnam village, he’d warn them, “Anyone 
even looking ata woman will have to deal with ME!!” 


No ten men with any sense would dare to go up against Jerry Campbell, 
who'd changed his name, by then, to Hassan. And, yes, he completed his 
missions, and made it back to the States alive, with a bullet lodged in his 
head that could never be taken out. Unfortunately, he had other 
problems. Nam had not left him unscarred. 


He’d become temporarily homeless, so | allowed him to stay at my crib 
until he could get on his feet again, working as a buffer, buffing floors in 
large malls for an independent Black businessman who had negotiated a 
contract with the mall for its business. He'd tell me about how he and his 
street friends, in Harvey, Illinois, would stand in the alley, rapping about 
world history while getting drunk drinking whiskey. I'd think, “Yeah, right!” 
and quietly dismiss his just-because-!-drink-liquor-don't-mean-I-ain't-smart 
bullsh*t. 


One day the doorbell rang. | opened it, and there he and three other 
Black men were standing on my front porch, all of then wasted—drunk. | 
let them in. He slurs, “Yeah, these my boys!! These the muf*ckas | told 
you about, like we be rapping about history, and sh*t, back in the alley.” | 
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greeted them and let them in. While they sat in the living room, | went to 
the kitchen to get some refreshments (non-alcoholic). 


From the kitchen | heard a level of discussion | had not heard since I'd 
taken an elective course in cultural geography at the University of Illinois, 
and | was in the Geography Department, one day, and overheard a few 
professors having a deep discussion about some aspect of history. The 
only difference between that discussion and the discussion that Jerry and 
his boys were having was that their discussion had the same flavor of any 
discussion in any part of the inner-city Black community, whether it be the 
barber shop, a bar, somebody's crib, or wherever (Uh, except Church, of 
course). 


“Naw, naw, nigguh, that ain’t how the sh*t went down! It was the year 
1425, muf*cka!! And it wasn’t Prince Henry. It was his brother, Dom 
Pedro. He the one that hooked up with Toscanelli...” | walked back in the 
living room and sat there feeling like the dumbest man in Chicago, as 
some drunk-ass brothers were sitting there discussing “the Florentine 
interest in cartography” and how it had led to a heightened interest, by the 
Portuguese, in exploration, due to the discovery of the African Gold Coast, 
which was rich in precious metal and equally valuable slaves. | was 
tempted to tell al! of them drunk son-of-a-bitches, “Get the f*ck out!!” as | 
sat there unable to participate in a discussion about which | didn’t know 
sh*t. But, in truth, | was actually smiling inside. 


Well, despite my clearly having understood the mistake of stereotyping, | 
did precisely that when that fare flagged me down. He was one of those 
“old-time” southern Blacks. He had on a brim hat, a cigar stuck between 
his teeth, and he was carrying a squeegee and a bucket. Back in my 
down-with-the-game days, our Black nationalist asses would derogatorily 
describe that type of brother as, “one of them pig-feet-eat’n Negroes.” 


In the 1960s and 1970s, one of the big signs that you had “become Black” 
was your having ceased eating pork. Interestingly, although we Black 
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nationalists totally rejected The Nation of Islam’s religious beliefs—since 
most Black nationalists were either atheists or just non-religious—we still 
had a great deal of respect for Elijah Muhammad, the founder and leader 
of the NOI, because of The Nation’s goal of carving out five Black states, 
in the South, as an independent nation for Black people. 


The Nation, through Elijah Muhammad, taught that, during slavery, the 
White slave master would feed Black people the worst parts of the pig, like 
the pig’s intestines (chitterlings), the pig’s testicles (Tripe), pig’s feet, etc. 
So, the eating of pork, to Black consciousness people, back in the day, 


indicated that one had a “slave mentality.” 


Diana Ross 
“Gimme a pig foot and a bottle of beer” 
Courtesy YouTube screenshot 


Just by looking at him, we 
would have viewed a guy like 
the dude that had flagged 
down my cab as 
“brainwashed.” In the AANS, 
we would have said of such 
a Black man, in a derogatory 
manner, “All a brother like 
that wants is a pig’s foot and 
a bottle of beer,” an allusion 
to a famous old club song 
entitled, Gimme a pig foot 
and a bottle of beer’. 


83 Written in 1933 by Wesley Wilson and his wife and musical partner, Coot 
Grant; performed by a variety of entertainers, such as 

Bessie Smith, Billie Holiday, Nina Simone, Abbey Lincoln, Count Basie, Bobby 
Short, Judith Durham, Diana Ross. In my view, Diana’s is the best version. She 


stole it! Original Internet source: 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MXDS6YMBAb4; (accessed 15 May 2022), 
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When | saw the dude flag me down, wearing that brim hat, smoking that 
cigar, and carrying a squeegee and a bucket, oh | had him all figured out. 
On top of that, as a cabee, my hack mind instantly thought, “This dude’s 
gonna have me drive him one block—and he ain’t gonna give me no tip!!” 
| mean, after all, carrying a squeegee and a bucket, there was “obviously” 
no way he could be going more than one or two blocks, “with his po ass,” | 
thought. | was tempted to flip down my “not-for-hire” sign, and then dead- 
head straight back to the loop, but | decided to take the fare. 


He crawled in the cab, and said, “Take me to 5200 North Clark Street.” | 
thought, “DAMN!” The distance from 79 & the Dan Ryan to 5200 North 
Clark Street was 22 miles, a whole lot more than one block! | thought, 
“This nigguh carrying a damned squeegee and a bucket and gone pay me 
to take him 22 miles?!” | wondered, but | always treated every one of my 
fares right, tried never to assume a fare would jump out of the cab and run 
after | stopped at the destination, to avoid paying. | threw that out of my 
mind, and, typically, | struck up a conversation. 


“So, you're a window washer?” He goes, “Yep, yong man,” addressing 
me with that typical, black southerner “yong man” sh*t that always 
sounded as if it meant “little boy,” in a tone that fit somewhere between 
confidence and down-right smug arrogance. The cigar made it even 
worse. “Mind if | smoke my cigar,” he asked. “No problem,” | go. “Just let 
the window down a little bit, if you don’t mind.” He goes, “Thanks, yong 
man.” 


| go, “So, you must be doing okay, washing windows.” He goes, “Yeah, 
yong man, I’d say so.” | believed him. Anybody taking a cab, 22 miles, to 
go wash windows, had to be pulling down some serious dough. But how? 


Archived file: https://ia902505.us.archive.org/19/items/diana-ross- 
pigfoot/DIANA%20ROSS%20-%20Pigfoot. pdf 
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“Well...l mean, how does that work? How do you find clients?” Instantly, 
he replied, “By using my head.” | go, “Tell me about it.” He goes, “Well, 
it's like this here: First, | find a strip mall—one of them places where 
there’s like 10 different store fronts, you know. But see, what do is go 
there like at 3:00 a.m., way early like—everything’s closed; nobody there.” 


| purposely interrupted, having learned a lot of psychology about people 
while hacking, to give him a chance to pump himself up even more than 
he had already done with his “yong man” sh*t and my having given him an 
opportunity to strut his stuff, as the old saying went, by asking him how his 
game worked. Your goal, in the hack game, was always to hump for that 
big tip. Everybody likes talking about themselves, so you learned how to 
get them to do just that, and almost always you’d be rewarded with a big 


tip. 


“3:00 in the morning?! | mean, why then? Nobody's there!” He let out a 
short little “yong man” chuckle, and said, “Well, this is what | was telling 
you, yong man! You gotta use yo head. Okay, | choose a store front, 
right? And | wash its windows. Then | go home. 


“The next day, | do the same thing—maybe this time | choose a different 
storefront and get there like at 2:00 o'clock instead of 3:00 o'clock in the 
morning. | wash the windows and go back home. Okay, then, the next 
day, | do the same thing, except | do one thing that’s different.” | go, “And 
what's that, old-timer?” He goes, “This time, after | wash the windows, | 
leave my business card. And, like clockwork—and it never fails—The 
next day, | get a call from the managing company of the mall. 


“Somebody be done called them and told them that somebody been 
washing the windows for free, and that I'd left my business card, and that 
they wanted to have me wash they windows from now on, because | did a 
good job. So, the management company hires me to do the windows for 
all the businesses in the strip mall.” 
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| go, “No sh*t?! Man, | would never have thought to do something like 
that!! Man, that’s smart!” He’d been leaning forward while telling me his 
business tactic. But now, he sat back, smiling while puffing on his cigar, 
and going, “Yeah, yong man! See, you gotta use yo head in this life!” 


Then | thought about something. “What’s your overhead? Like, | see your 
squeegee and your bucket. But how much does your cleaning fluid cost 
you? That must hit you for a big buck, since you're obviously kept busy 
with work, using such a great tactic, so you'll be using up a lot of cleaning 
fluid. Like, when | drop you off, you’re gonna have to purchase some 


muthuf*ck’n PENNY!! Water, yong man, is free!!” He burst out laughing. 


| thought, “Ain't that some sh*t!! This dude is making serious money with 
a squeegee, a bucket, and water.” But | thought of something else! 
Certainly, he must live alone! No other responsibilities to anyone else, 
other than himself. 


“Well, old-timer, that’s pretty good. You’re lucky you're a single man.” He 
goes, “What makes you think I’m single? I’m married and got two 
daughters. | done sent one of them through college, and she in medical 
school now. | got one more in college, and she be gradiat’n in two years.” 


| thought, “This dude can’t even talk, talk’n about ‘gradiat’n,’ and he done 
sent two Black women to college!” | still couldn’t accept it! | go, “But...| 
mean, c’mon, man, you must have some other job too, don’t you?. | don’t 
mean no offense, or anything, but....window-washing?!” He burst out 
laughing. 


| knew my people, so | was using all the normal voice inflections, head 
movements, and all the particular style of what | call “barber shop rap.” 
And it was just instinctive, so | wasn’t worried about losing that big tip by 


’m washing them windows, | be laughing about the sh*t my damn self!!!” 
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and he burst out laughing again. We reached his destination, and the cat 
paid the $20.00 fare plus dropped me a $15 tip, about the same that I’d 
get from a Jaked-up, Loop area businessman that I’d driven from 
downtown Chicago to O’Hare Airport. 


In Chapter One, Has War Been Good?, we learned that the propagation of 
war, throughout human history, has served the good purpose of making 
humanity much safer and richer through consolidation of power. It’s a 
distasteful thought. Yet, as the saying goes, /t is what it is. 


An underlying principle of evolution can be summed up as struggle in 
nature. Struggle in nature is an underlying force and reality that simply 
cannot be denied. And it will never go away. If you're a religious person, 
of whatever religion, that happens to believe that the theory of evolution is 
false, that’s your rightful choice. But, one thing we can agree on, because 
we see this in operation in our daily lives: Sit on your back side and do 
nothing; wait for someone else to do something for you and see what 
happens. 


Struggle in nature is endless. It doesn’t give a damned about whether you 
believe in evolution. It doesn’t give a sh*t about your religious beliefs. It 
doesn’t even give a sh*t that you may be weak or perceive yourself to be 
weak. And it doesn’t wait until you get your Reparations before pushing 
you, pushing you, pushing you. 


It does what it’s here to do: Make your ass work—or die. Make you 
stronger or make you weaker. Push you up or push you down. But here’s 
another reality: You have within you the innate power to struggle against 
nature and win. It’s a matter of reaching inside yourself, sometimes 
reaching deep, and pulling it up. And there are even times when the 
struggle gets so hard that even the strongest man will cry. 


So cry, and then get yo ass back in the mix. Then, don’t cry again. Grab 
yourself by the collar and yank yourself back to your duty, like my mom 
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yanked that cashier back to her duty. Then, if you feel like you’re about to 
break, from the pressure, tell yourself what my mom told that cashier: Oh 
no you WON’T!!, and keep swinging; keep punching. Your duty is fo win. 
Push come to shove, grab yourself a squeegee and a bucket, listen to 
Diana Ross's version of A Pig Foot and a Bottle of Beer, and roll. 


I’ve tried to use stories from my personal life as a message. Whether you 
are handed a Reparations check or not, one thing will continue: struggle in 
nature. \f you’re handed $800,000, what will it mean? I’m going to let you 
answer that for yourselves, but know this: It is your values, your mindset, 
your habits that are your treasure. 


We are often our own worst enemies. And when | say “we,” I’m talking 
about anybody, no matter the race. It does happen that, if we make a 
serious move towards some goal, things start to happen for us, as if God, 
or some force, works to help us bring that goal into being. Those who 
don’t believe in God would say it different: “When you make a move 
towards something, the Universe makes a move towards you.” It starts 
inside. Free your mind. 


Bring back the dead White males! 
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Dr. Josef ben-Jochannan 
Courtesy african-warrior-scholars.com 


Illinois at Chicago, then called the University of Illinois Circle 
Campus. One of the courses | was taking was my very first 
Calculus course. Unlike pre-med students, who only had to take the first 
course in Calculus, engineering students were required to take four 

courses in Calculus. 


yi year was 1972. | was majoring in engineering at the University of 


The University, at that time, was on a quarter system, not a semester 
system, so the quarter would go by rapidly. At somewhere near half- 
quarter, | realized that | was not getting it. | was not fully understanding 
the material, and | was contemplating as to whether | should drop the 
course and try again next quarter. 


| was still a hardcore black nationalist. A book entitled, Black Man of The 
Nile And His Family, by Dr. Josef Ben-Jochannan, had just been 
published, and everybody in the Black consciousness community was 
reading it and recommending it to me. Convinced that | would not survive 
my Calculus course, | decided to read that 427-page book, written with a 
typeface of ridiculously small font size. 
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“Dr. Ben,” as he was lovingly called in the Black consciousness 
community, had taught on the faculties of colleges and universities in the 
United States and abroad. He was a Senior Lecturer of the Faculty of 
Languages at Al-Azhar University, in Egypt. And for many years he had 
served as Professor of History and Egyptology at Cornell University’s 
Africana Studies and Research Center. Dr. Ben had all the qualifications 
required by any college or university, anywhere on earth. 


Despite the enthusiastic recommendation of the book to me by my fellow 
Black consciousness brothers and sisters, | was at first very hesitant to 
read it. That's because | was a super hardcore Black nationalist and 
distinguished myself from what, back then, were called Black cultural 
nationalists, a segment of the Black consciousness community that | 
virtually despised. They would be the type, some of them, that would 
constantly be talking about ancient Pharoahs; constantly talking about 
“When we were kings and queens.” 


Chaka had had no toleration whatsoever for such dreamy, self-indulgent 
trips back to the “ancient, glorious Black past of our Black ancestors.” The 
only thing that had mattered to Chaka was hard work to effect specific 
goals in the present. And any casterbation® about ancient Egypt, 
Pharoahs, and pyramids, was not allowed by Chaka. 


Chaka, though Black nationalist, had simply been carrying on the 
traditional, strong, tough-love, no-excuses-accepted ethos that I’d 
experienced in the 1950s. In Chaka’s case, that ethos just happened to 
have a black nationalist spin. Under Chaka, we young men—18, 19, 20 


84 Casterbation is a term that | coined just prior to writing this book. 
Casterbation is the habit of endlessly bitching about the oppression of one’s 
caste, or class in society, or, conversely, endlessly bragging about the glories of 
your caste’s distant, ancient past. Casterbation can be called a form of strictly 
psychological masturbation. Like masturbation, casterbation produces no 
offspring. For Chaka, perceiving yourself as a Pharoah, without a pyramid, 
didn’t mean sh*t. 


222 Bring back the dead white males! 


years old—had acquired three storefronts: our headquarters, our dojo, 
and an African clothing store, run by the women’s branch of the AANS, 
Aka Karenga. We'd throw Black nationalist “parties”, work little part-time 
jobs, to raise money to acquire and maintain our storefronts. We'd hustle 
however we could, always legitimately. 


To this day, | marvel at the influence of Chaka, which carried on even after 
1969 when the AANS disbanded. For example, when Jomo, LaChumbay, 
Shango, myself and others entered college, the average age between us 
was 22. We had wives and children, plus a full academic load. Yet, due 
directly to the influence of Chaka, we sweat and strived to leave nothing 
undone. 


For example, one day Shango, Jomo and myself were going home after 
our classes ended for the day. | was driving. Jomo told us that lyoka had 
been demanding that their son, Kalunji, be put in a pre-school. Jomo was 
against it, because, “Man, | don’t want Kalunji in a pre-school where them 
little boys gone be cussing like sailors!” Jomo was pretty good at cussing 
himself, but never around Kalunji. He didn’t want Kalunji around kids who 
were being “raised” hardcore. 


| said, “So what are you going to do?” He goes, “I don’t know.” But, 
before I’d dropped Jomo and Shango off, we'd decided that we would take 
care of the issue. How? We'd start our own pre-school. It seemed an 
insane idea. We'd had enough on our plate, what with wives, children, 
and full academic loads in college. But there was no choice. We decided 
to have meetings to plan the school. 


Shango suggested that we try to assemble a voluntary board of directors 
from amongst Black elites—doctors, lawyers, etc. We succeeded in that. 
That board took it upon themselves to hunt for a competent Black pre- 
school teacher. While the board pursued that hunt, we had two jobs: 
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Firstly, to learn the State of Illinois rules for opening up and running a pre- 
school. Secondly, we would have to find a storefront within which to run 
the school. 


The board eventually found a Black teacher—Janice Laws. Janice had a 
Master's degree in education. She was also an expert in the Montessori 
and Distar methods of instruction. In the meantime, we had recruited 
more people who liked the idea of having a special pre-school for Black 
children. We found the store front on 75" Street, just east of Cottage 
Grove, on the north side of the street. 


We raised money and paid the rent for six months in advance. We did 
some of the maintenance needed ourselves—plastering, painting, etc. 
We purchased used desks for the kids we’d hope to recruit, as well as 
anything Janice needed. And under Janice’s direction, we arranged the 
school to her specifications. We purchased ads in local neighborhood 
bulletins, tied posters to light posts announcing the opening of the school. 
We named the school, The African Education Center. 


What surprised us, but should not have, was the good response. You 
see, we were these dashiki-wearing, tiki-wearing, sandals-wearing, Afro- 
style haircut donning Black nationalists. But the Black community was like 
95% Baptist Christians, and always had been. We worried about 
obtaining significant enrollment in an “Afro”-oriented school, but a serious 
school, not a school for Pharoah-dreamers. This would be a school for 
building pyramids by providing early foundational tools for Black kids. 


To our pleasant surprise, word spread fast. One day, a “regular Negro 
woman,” as we would perhaps arrogantly describe her, walked into the 
school and started talking to Janice. Within 40 minutes, the woman had 
committed to bring her son to the school—and she did. A mom don’t care 
if you’re wearing a dashiki or a suit and tie, as long as her child is under 
the care of competent people. After hearing Janice, a highly intelligent 
and articulate Black woman explain the school, the woman was on board. 
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It was not long before we had about 25 to 30 students. Janice had also 
recruited an equally academically trained and competent friend of hers to 
teach at the school. 


We eventually had a sizeable operation. On the second floor of the 
storefront we started a food co-op, which eventually was saving Black co- 
op members 67% on their grocery bills. Back in the day, there were 
wholesale food companies, all down west Randolph Street, and down 
South Watermarket Street. 


A couple of us would go down there, very early on Saturday mornings, 
bargain-shop and haggle with the wholesale vendors. Back then, you 
could purchase a 50-Ib. sack of carrots for between $5.00 and $7.00. 
We'd purchase other produce at wholesale prices, take them back to our 
co-op, weigh them out and package them up for those in the co-op. 


For the school itself, each week a couple of different parents would be 
responsible for cooking food for the hot lunches for the children of the pre- 
school for that week. It was a great operation. And talk about teaching!! 
Janice put Mr. Rogers to shame!! It was fascinating watching her teach, 
and watching the kids looking up at her, absolutely in awe of her magic. 
Both A.C. and Yeenee attended the African Education Center, and | 
directly attribute their success today, in part, to Janice and her assistant. 


The point: We were virtually still kids. Yet some of us had been involved 
in creating three institutions—The Association of Minority Engineers, The 
African Education Center, and a Black food co-op—while married; while 
carrying full loads in college; while, at the same time, having to work to 
make money to live. So, we need Reparations? Really? | do not see that 
we were supermen and superwomen. We just did not waste time. 


“Up, you mighty race, accomplish what you will!” 
(The Honorable Marcus Mosiah Garvey) 


Uncle Tom’s Uncle 225 


Just as an interesting aside: For curiosity, | used to sometimes attend the 
open meetings held at the Nation of Islam's (“Black Muslims”) Temple. 
The average White person probably thinks that those meetings were filled 
to the brim with “The White Man is the Devil!!” rhetoric for hours on end. It 
was virtually the opposite. The Minister would do “The White man’ thing 
for only about 15 minutes, if that. Then, the next hour would be peppered 
with fiery statements, from that Temple’s Minister, literally of the following 
type—and those Ministers were some of the greatest orators I’d ever 
seen: 


You know what | don’t understand??!! | don’t understand why you 
NEGROES so angry that the White man don't want you living next to 
them!! Why the hell WOULD he??!!_ J don’t want you pork-eat'n, 
lazy, no-good Negroes living next to me either!!! Playing that loud 
music! Dropping condoms on the sidewalk, like some badge of 
honor!! Wasting time!! Ain't got no JOB!! Always tryna look at 
somebody ELSE’S woman!! Littering the streets with empty, half-a- 
pint bottles of whiskey!! I'd move to the suburbs TOO if one of you 
Negroes moved next door to me!! 


OUCH!!! If that sounds bad, take into consideration this: With my own 
eyes, over decades, | witnessed people in the hood being transformed by 
the NOI (Nation of Islam). When | was in college, | befriended an NOI 
member who was a senior in Mechanical Engineering. He would come by 
my home, sometimes, to sell me the NOI’s famous, super-tasty bean pies 
and a copy of the Muhammad Speaks Newspaper. If! had a problem with 
one of my science courses, he would help me with it and seemed to know 
the material better than the instructor. 


Many Black folks who had either joined the Nation or been influenced by 
it, like at one of those meetings, went on to massive success in this life. 
And | believe the following: Although the Nation had some strange 
religious teachings [Well, strange to me anyway], | believe that the Nation 
was simply an extension of what had already existed in the Black 
community: Tough love, no-nonsense, no excuses, self-critical SHV Black 
folks. We'd always had them, but perhaps not enough. 
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The Nation just packaged it up in a different and very organized manner. 
When you left a Nation meeting, you either felt like sh*t, after having been 
told what a low-down scum you were, or you felt inspired. Some, I’m sure, 
felt both. And many, as | witnessed, were transformed positively. 


Well, getting back Dr. Ben: Anyway, | picked up a copy of Dr. Ben’s book 
and read it. Wow! Unlike Black cultural nationalists, it did not inspire me 
to walk around dressed like Pharoah. Instead, | was so powerfully 
influenced by Dr. Ben’s revelations about the ancient dominance of the 
Black Egyptians, and the achievements that they had made under the 
leadership of the Black pharaohs, that | decided to not drop that Calculus 
course, and to work my behind off to obtain at least a solid C grade out of 
the course. After all, as Count Volnoy, a European aristocrat, had said 
about the Black people of ancient Egypt, and who Dr. Ben had quoted 
early in his book: 


There a people, now forgotten, discovered while others were yet 
barbarians, the elements of the arts and sciences. A race of men 
now rejected for their sable skin and frizzled hair, found on the study 
of the laws of nature those civil and religious systems that still govern 
the universe.85 


In other words, math was mine. The Pythagorean theorem had not been 
“discovered” by Pythagoras. Pythagoras had gone to school, on the 
island of lonia, Dr. Ben had claimed, and had been taught by men who 
had supposedly been described by the ancient Greeks as, “burnt of skin, 
wooly haired, broad nosed, and thick lipped.” | was to learn that White 
(and particularly Jewish, for some reason) scholars were vehemently 
opposed to that claim and spent a lot of time trying to debunk Dr. Ben’s 
scholarship, supposedly in the interest of “academic integrity.” 


Well, whoever—Dr. Ben or his White detractors—had the best “academic 
integrity” and facts about ancient Egypt didn’t matter to me. For me, Dr. 


85 Erom Count C.F. Volney’s, Ruins of Empire, 1789 (Preface to the 1° Edition) 


Uncle Tom’s Uncle 227 


Ben’s book was fuel to be used to kick some behind in life, not to wallow 
in self-indulgent casterbation about the glorious past of Black folks. And 
that is what | did while in that Calculus course. There would be no 
dressing up as an ancient Pharoah for me. 


What there would be is proving to myself that |, the son of Nathaniel Spain 
Chism and Azelma Dolores Oh-No-You-WON'T Chism, and grandson of 
Emma Chism, could compete with any White, Arab, Chinese or Indian 
student at Circle in the field of science. The Whites, Arabs, Chinese and 
Indians had dominated engineering and sciences at Circle, a status that 
the AME was challenging with more and more Black folks appearing on 
the honor roll lists for science. 


| double-downed in that Calculus course. | was so determined to pass it 
that | would take the L (elevated train), on Saturdays, to Evanston, Illinois. 
'd get off the train at Foster Street, eat breakfast at a restaurant that was 
right there at the Foster Street L Station. Then I’d walk over to 
Northwestern University’s library, which opened at 8:30 a.m. And | would 
stay there and study Calculus, as well as the other two courses | had, until 
the library closed at midnight, taking a break, of course, about every hour. 


The semester ended. Me, Jomo, Regina, Joyce, Billy, and Shango, all of 
whom were Black, al! passed that Calculus course with a grade of B. 
Jomo and Shango were pre-med students, so passing that course had 
completed their Calculus requirement. 


Unlike Jomo and Shango, as an engineering student, | had to take three 
more Calculus courses, two of which | received, again, grades of B. The 
last one, the fourth one, | received a grade of C. So, | earned a B grade in 
three out of four of those Calculus courses. Of course, there were the 
other general courses, as well as engineering courses that | had to take 
and that | completed: Elementary Differential Equations, the next course 
after those four Calculus courses; Strength of Materials; Statics and 
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Dynamics; Systems Engineering, high-level physics courses, inorganic 
chemistry, Vector Analysis, etc. 


| achieved this all because of the influence of the SHVs taught by my 
1950s mom, dad, relatives, neighbors, the Black community, and Chaka 
Ra. I'll never forget when | showed my dad the Diff-E.Q. (Elementary 
Differential Equations) problems | was solving. He examined them, and 
said, “Well I'll be goddamn! Ronnie!!” God, | felt good!! He had said 
“Ronnie,” meaning me, that same Ronnie who had flunked math in 
grammar school and high school. Now, in large part because of him and 
mom, I’d conquered math. 


There are a wealth of Black people, men and women, in the history of the 
United States who have achieved magnificent success and excellence in 
all types of fields. They, as well as our Black ancestors, are examples 
that we can rightly feel proud of, as well as draw strength from in our daily 
lives, as we push through this struggle in nature that requires us to “grind,” 
as one of my Black mentors, Anmad Saeed, would always put it: “A man 
gotta grind in this life.” 


But | have a big beef that | must share with you. And that is this nonsense 
of what is now called “cancel culture,” that seeks to not only deny, but 
even destroy the memory of those Europeans in history, both in Europe 
and their descendants here in America, now called “White people,” who 
contributed greatly to the human family, as did people’s and cultures— 
including African people’s and cultures, such as was revealed by Dr. Ben, 
Dr. lvan Van Sertima, Dr. Cheikh Anta Diop, Dr. Asa Hilliard, Dr. Iliahu 
Abraham, and other Black scholars—everywhere. Denying the 
contributions to the human family that were made by any branch of that 
family is just some dumb-assed sh’t that pisses me off! 


| offer the following to young, Black, cancel-culture advocates who view 
so-called “White culture” as something wholly detrimental to Black folks, or 
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something that Black folks should downplay and avoid. This is a quote 
from one of the greatest jazz musicians of all times, Miles Davis: 


Another thing | found strange after living 
and playing in New York for a little while 
was that a lot of black musicians didn’t 
know anything about music theory. Bud 
Powell was one of the few musicians | 
knew who could play, write, and read all 
kinds of music. A lot of the old guys 
thought that if you went to school it would 
make you play like you were white. Or, if 
you learned something from theory, then 
you would lose the feeling in your playing. 
| couldn't believe that all them guys like Bird, Prez, Bean, all them 
cats wouldn't go to museums or libraries and borrow those musical 
scores so they could check out what was happening. 


Miles Davis 
putyorecordson.blogspot.com 


| would go to the library and borrow scores by all those great 
composers, like Stravinsky, Alban Berg, Prokofiev. | wanted to see 
what was going on in all of music. Knowledge is freedom and 
ignorance is slavery, and | just couldn't believe someone could be 
that close to freedom and not take advantage of all the sh*t that they 
can. It’s like a ghetto mentality telling people that they aren’t 
supposed to do certain things, that those things are only 
reserved for white people [Author emphasis]. When | would tell 
other musicians about all this, they would just kind of shine me on. 
You know what | mean? So | just went my own way and stopped 
telling them about it.46 


Cancel culture advocates have a ghetto mentality. And how fascinating 
it is that there was a time when some White Americans who were racists 
did not want to listen to Black folks playing classical music, as I'll show 
below with another quote from Miles. The reason should be obvious: 
They wanted to /imit Black folks within an artificially constructed and 
conscribed space in which the world at large, for Black folks, did not exist. 
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(Ever think about why the recording industry so much loves black gangsta 
music? Is it just because it makes money? Or could it be because 
somebody prefers to keep us away from excellence? Now, young Black 
folks have thrown away Jazz in preference to “singing” about killing each 
other and calling Black women “bitches.” That’s so pitiful and slavish. 
Wake up.) 


Classical music, classical art in general, the knowledge about world 
cultures in general, was not to be exposed to Black people. And now, 
today, astonishingly, it is not racist White people who are attempting to 
deny Black people access to world culture. It is some of our own so- 
called Black scholars in the rarefied halls of American academia. 


They have become disconnected from the elevated tradition of our 
ancestors, a tradition that incorporated a huge thirst for knowledge and 
demanded of their children the acquiring of that knowledge. If, back in the 
day, a Black mother was leaving her crib, with her child, to take that child 
to The Art Institute of Chicago, which, at that time, featured traditional 
European classical art, and some Negro was standing in front of her 
saying, “You shouldn't be taking your child downtown to worship them 
White folks,” she would have taken her pistol out of her purse (especially if 
she was a Chicago woman), and said, “Mr., if you don’t get the hell out of 
my way, I’m gone blow you into the next life!” 


My mom carried a gun. She knew how to use it, once pulling it out and 
shoving it into the belly of an ex-husband of hers. Why he came to me to 
bitch about it, | have no idea. Much to his chagrin, | just laughed. Fora 
man born and raised in Chicago, he should have known better. 


The 1950s parents in my neighborhood, a working-class neighborhood, 
were keen on expanding their children’s world. My dad sent me to 
Wurlitzer Piano Company, in downtown Chicago, on Wabash Street, 
every Saturday for three years, to learn European classical music from a 
gifted Black classical music instructor named Wilfred Cornell. There did 


Uncle Tom’s Uncle 231 


not exist the embarrassing stupidity called “cancel culture,” attempting to 
nullify the contributions of Europeans to world culture and attempting to 
block our people from learning about it. 


Let's see another quote from Miles: 


My father was from Arkansas. He grew up there on a farm that his 
father, Miles Dewey Davis 1s, owned. My grandfather was a 
bookkeeper, so good at what he did he did it for white people and 
made a whole lot of money. He bought five hundred acres of land in 
Arkansas around the turn of the century [Around about 1899 to the 
early 1900s]. When he bought all that land, the white people in the 
area who had used him to straighten out their financial matters, their 
money books, turned against him. Ran him off his land. In their 
minds, a black man wasn’t supposed to have all that land and all that 
money. He wasn’t supposed to be smart, smarter than them. It 
hasn't changed too much; things are like that even today. 


For most of my life my grandfather lived under threats from white 
men. He even used his son, my Uncle Frank, as a bodyguard to 
protect him from them. The Davises were always ahead of the 
game, my father and grandfather told me. And | believed them. 
They told me that people in our family were special people—artists, 
businessmen, professionals, and musicians—who played for the 
plantation owners back in the old days before slavery was over. 
These Davies played classical music, according to my grandfather. 
That's the reason my father couldn't play or listen to music after 
slavery was over, because my grandfather said, “They only let 
black people play in the gin houses and honky-tonks.” [Author 
emphasis]. What he meant was that they—the white people—didn't 
want to listen to no black folks playing classical music anymore; they 
only wanted to hear them sing spirituals or the blues. [Author 
emphasis] Now, | don’t know how true that is, but that’s what my 
father told me.4” 


Now today, with no racist pressure to corral us, some young Black folks 
voluntarily decide to keep themselves as slaves, denying themselves 
exposure to and mastery of world culture, and, instead, limiting themselves 
to gangsta rap, as if the only thing they know to “sing” about is murder. And 
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an intellectual Black elite (house Negroes), shockingly, appear to be making 
a strong attempt to put us back into slavery intellectually. Pitiful. 


They want to tear down statues of Jefferson Davis—which should not be 
torn down, because it’s simply representative of history—yet not build 
anything. They want to spend the rest of their lives trying to convince the 
world that all White people are evil, rather than trying to use their time to 
see what they can do to improve themselves and compete in this tough 
world that we live in. 


They have become a new type of house Negro, telling us, “Now, dontchu 
go be LEARN’N ‘about dem WHITE folk! ‘Cause, see, youza NIGGAH! 
Why, dat’s all you /Z, see?! So, you just get yo harmonica, and go back 
there in de alley, and stay in yo place, like a GOOD niggah should, BOY!” 
As harsh as | sound, that’s precisely how some of our black intellectuals 
appear to me: as house Negroes and straw bosses®é trying to put us all 
back on the plantation, using lame, empty, weak tactics, such as cancel 
culture, that are based in ignorance. 


Don't learn classical music. Don’t learn about Shakespeare. Don’t read 
the Greek classics. Don’t read about the various elements that combined 
to create Western civilization—whether you like that civilization or not. 
Just be a good slave. Just stay in your place, boy. This is the attitude 
coming not from White folks. It's coming from our own, self-destructive, 
so-called educated elite—like the BLM “leaders” whose influence clearly 
helped caused destruction in cities of America in the summer of 2020. 
They can’t build anything. They only whine and destroy. | pray for the 
day that that class of people have disappeared in our country. 


They don’t know how to build anything. So, instead, they tear down. It’s 


disgusting beyond any words one can use. More disgusting, perhaps, is 


86 In slang terms, a straw boss is someone who bosses others around yet has no 
actual authority. 
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the fact that they are proud of their ignorance and backwardness and their 
attempts to put Black people back onto the plantation. 


We have some huge problems in America. And those problems are 
problems that we can tackle and be successful in keeping them from 
swallowing us up. One of the problems is competition from abroad. 


Despite all the angst about our country from the adherents of 
Wokianity/Anti-Liberty in particular; despite all the perpetual bitching and 
attempts to blame everything on one group or another, America has 
produced a culture that has been vibrant enough and strong enough so 
that a Black man with a squeegee and a bucket and water can send two 
daughters through college. Or a Black man like Miles Davis can rise to 
become a “Professor” of music, and you can create your own list. 


In the first chapter, | listed the major threats to our country. We need all 
hands on deck! We live in the same house. We cannot afford this 
continued in-fighting, that, quite frankly, is being artificially fueled, in large 
part, by some politicians, a political party, the legacy media, an apparent, 
hidden global elite, and some global entities (three in particular) that are 
standing by, like vultures, to pick us apart. | have to limit the size of this 
book, obviously, so | can’t talk about everything. | gave you hints before. 


All | can tell you is that, if you want to widen your perspective about the 
threats against our country—threats that are both internal and external— 
then you should take some time to visit free-speech social media outlets. 
And stop believing the propaganda that free-speech, New Tech (formerly 
called Alt-Tech) platforms are all “racist.” That charge is a trick to keep 
you from /earning—to keep you a slave, on the plantation; to keep you 
ignorant. 


There are three that | recommend: The Real Dana and her interviews of 
Judge Joe Brown at YouTube (Not much else at YouTube, quite frankly): 
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And as | mentioned before, The Duran Report; and Styxhexenhammer, 
also called “Styx.” There are a lot of others. Search for them. 


And pay no attention whatsoever to those who tell you that information 
equates to “conspiracy theory.” That's just designed to keep you from 
using your intuition; from analyzing things for yourself. They have 
designed a scripture for you to follow, and nothing else. Follow it, and you 
will be a slave. Their scripture has commandments: 


Thou shalt rely on no other source for information other than MSM. 

Thou shalt verify doubtful information by consulting Snopes only.8”” 
Though shalt not think. 

Thou shalt not feel. 

Thou shalt not reason. 

Thou shalt ignore thine intuition, as the Lord, thine god, MSM, demands. 
Thou shalt believe any and everything the government fells you to believe. 
Thou shalt submit, with a joyful heart, unto anything thou art told to do. 


Do not become a slave. It appears that some network of entities wants to 
be worshipped, and they want you to be the unthinking worshippers that 
will accept all that they say, and without question, so they can do 
whatever they wish to do without you there to interfere. 


Read the newspapers of different countries; open your mind to various 
sources of information, not just the wholly corrupt legacy (“mainstream”) 
media. Stop blaming Whites for every single thing under the sun. 
Constantly doing that will psychologically cripple you because, rather than 
turn inward, you'll always be shifting blame for your problems onto others. 


The world of the traditional, highly-competent Black jazz musician offers 
an interesting study of one part of the American scene with respect to the 


87 A so-called “fact-checking” site. It might be a good idea to search out to see 
if you can discover any networked associations to Scopes. Just a suggestion. 
You be your own fact checker! You check in your own way. 
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issue of race in America, historically, but also the issue of striving for 
excellence, no matter who you are; no matter what race you are. 


Unfortunately, | can no longer find the exact quote from Alice Coltrane, 
John Coltrane’s wife. But Coltrane spoke to the importance of the 
European classical tradition for Jazz musicians. I’m using classical music 
as just an example of the right and duty of Black folks to imbibe in world 
culture. Let no one define you. 


’m not relegating the appreciation of world culture to music. I’m just using 
music as an example. Do not allow highly misguided, alleged scholars, of 
whatever race, to tell you that knowledge has been “cancelled,” or that 
you shouldn't study and /earn about something because “It’s racist.” 
Those people are just pitifully small-minded, as well as ignorant, and 
possibly mentally unstable control freaks, that’s all. Also, they seem to be 
perpetually unhappy. And since misery loves company, they want to drag 
the rest of us down with them. Try to embrace life with joyous vigor!! 


By the way, cancel culture was created by the Communists, who also, in 
the early days of Communism, tore down statues, attempting to erase 
history. Where is the Soviet Union now? If you destroy your history, 
including the ugly parts, you destroy yourself. Or, at the very least, you 
injure yourself. You injure your intellect. 


Miles, as is obvious from the above quote, highly respected the European 
classical music tradition, although he did have a beef with today’s 
classical musicians, whom he felt played like “robots.” There’s a reason 
for that that I'll explain, and that Miles clearly understood, after this quote. 


So, after Bernie turned purple like that, | just went to Gil and told him, 
“Gil, you don’t have to write that music like that. It’s too close for the 
musicians to play. You don’t have to make the trumpet players 
sound like they're perfect, because these trumpet players are 
Classically trained and they don’t like to miss no notes no how.” So 
he agreed with that. In the beginning, we had the wrong trumpet 
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players because we had those who were classically trained. But that 
was a problem. We had to tell them not to play exactly like it was on 
the score... 


Like most other classical players, they play only what you put in front 
of them. That's what classical music is; the musicians only play 
what's there and nothing else. They can remember and have the 
ability of robots. In classical music, if one musician isn’t like the 
other, isn’t all the way a robot, like all the rest, then the other robots 
make fun of him or her, especially if they’re black. That’s all that [it] 
is, that’s all the classical music is in terms of the musicians who play 
it—robot sh*t.48 


Miles was clearly talking about European classical musicians of today, not 
of the earlier periods of European classical music. Because improvisation 
was a strong part of being a classical musician in the pre-Baroque through 
the Romantic period, and they were far from being robots. Mozart, for 
instance, was one of the finest improvisers of all time. One outlet for 
improvisation, during those periods, was in the cadenza of classical and 
romantic concertos. 


The writings of musicologists inform us that the traditional classical 
musicians of those periods did not take the sheet music as literally as they 
do today, and improvisation then was normal. Over time, the 
improvisational skills of the classical musician became virtually lost, and 
total reliance on written sheet music, as Miles complained about, became 
the norm. There are a few people who have passed on the classical 
music improvisational tradition and skills to keep it alive. 


So, Miles definitely had no beef with the classical tradition, and he even 
studied it and embraced it, as you saw in the earlier quote. His beef was 
with the modern classically trained musician that, unfortunately, had never 
been trained in the more traditional manner in which classical music 
improvisation was very much alive, but, over time, became virtually lost. 
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Do not block yourselves from anything. Whether the knowledge be in the 
realm of music, architecture, art, war, or whatever, it’s yours. You don’t 
cancel Hitler. He cancelled himself. You study Hitler. You don’t cancel 
George Washington or Thomas Jefferson because they had slaves. You 
study them. That's history. Don’t be stupid. Seriously. In fact, can 
somebody—anybody—design a shirt that reads, “Stop the stupid!” 


And if you're going to cancel others who were not perfect, but who left 
strong marks, sometimes very positive, on this earth, then ask yourself 
what you have contributed. Let’s cancel cancel culture and get back to 
sanity! 


Prophet Muhammad said, “Knowledge is the lost treasure of a believer. 
Take it wherever you find it.” If you don't believe in Islam or religion, then 
believe in yourself. He also said, “Seek knowledge, even if it means 
crawling on your hands and knees to China.” 


One of my Muslim mentors, Nurruddin Abdul Latif, a magnificent scholar, 
now deceased, was a very serious Black man from the old school. He 
used to complain about Black folks. He once said, “Our people gotta stop 
making excuses. We don’t have to go to China to get knowledge. China 
has come to us—We’ve got computers.” | responded, “But Nurruddin, 
some people can't afford computers.” No excuses. He replied, “What do 
you think those computers in the library are there for?” Again: no 
excuses. Cancel cancel culture. Let's have a renaissance. 


Let’s look at another remarkable example in the field of classical music, 
which is yours. And do not let egghead, no-thinking Black or White 
people tell you that classical music is a “white supremacist” expression. 
It's music, dammit! It's got nothing whatsoever to do with “white 
supremacy.” Be smart. 


Whatever happened to the idea of entering a field and at least attempting 
to dominate it? And, if not making that form of attempt, whatever 
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happened to entering a field for your own ego trip? | once went off into 
one of those hyper-religious, self-flagellation trips, complaining to my 
friend, Aziz, that | might “have a big ego.” He responded, “Allah created 
ego, brother. Without ego, we wouldn't do anything. Ego is essential.” 


David T. Oswell was a musician who 
was born in Boston in the year 1834 
and died in 1902. He moved to 
Canada in the 1850s, and it’s believed 
he did so to avoid being captured and 
put into slavery, due to the 1850 
Fugitive Slave Act that placed all 
northern blacks, free born or not, in 
danger of being kidnapped into slavery. 


Oswell was known as “Professor 
Oswell” because of his mastery of the David T. Oswell. 

viola, violin, guitar, and European Courtesy wordpress.clarku.edu/ 
classical music. He had a long and 

distinguished career as a teacher of the violin and the guitar. He wrote 
several operettas, and he led a professional European classical music 
orchestra. Here is an excerpt from an 1875 Massachusetts newspaper 
regarding one of his performances: 


“_..A fine concert was given by this new association of young colored 
at the South Kussell street church on Tuesday evening. Elijah W. 
Smith, the popular poet, is president of the association. David 
Oswell is the musical director. James Henry, basso, and Miss P.E. 
Allen, soloists, were encored. The instrumental music was by Mr. 
Oswell, Madeline Talbot and Mrs. Wilson. James M. Scrutton added 
the...” 


Publication place: Boston, Suffolk County, Massachusetts, United 
States 
Publication date: Mar 13 187549 
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Who is your real enemy? “Right wing conservatives?” Or “liberals” (White 
or Black) who tell you that breathing is a white supremacist act? If you 
breathe, that is a white supremacist act, because you're breathing the 
same air that White folks are breathing. And since the majority of citizens 
of the United States are White, you are supporting white supremacy! So, 
you should stop breathing—now. Either that or create Black air (Whatever 
that is). And any White person breathing Black air should be tried in a 
court of law, found guilty, and sentenced to imprisonment for attempted 
murder due to theft of Black air. (BLM and the SPLC should get on this!) 


It looks to me as if the liberal left (Whites or Blacks) want you to continue 
“singing” gangsta music about your women being “bitches” and “hos.” 
Seems to me they want you to continue “singing” gangsta music about 
blowing another Black man’s head off. Yeah, that’s what they want. It 
keeps you ignorant and in the pockets of political manipulators. 


Well, the good news is that not every young Black person has confined 
himself or herself to mediocrity. Anthony and DeMarre McGill are world- 
renown European classical music masters. | remember when they were 
little boys at Sherwood Conservatory of Music, where | once worked. 


In part because of their parents, and in part by virtue of 
the nature of music studies that the McGill brothers 
absorbed within themselves, they practiced and 
reflected a form of disciplined seriousness about life 
that is required for success. Because of their parents, 
they felt no barriers that could not be torn down or 
catapulted. The “all powerful” and insurmountable 
caricature false god called “The White Man” did not 
Anthony McGill exist in the world of the McGill brothers. Their Black 
Courtesy parents did not worship WOP or BOP. 


anthonymcgill.com 
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Anthony McGill88 now serves as the principal clarinetist for the New York 
Philharmonic Orchestra, that orchestra’s first Black principal player. He 
also maintains a strong international solo and chamber music career. 
Both of his parents, as | witnessed at Sherwood, were intimately involved 
in Anthony’s nurturing as a strong Black man and a focused, dedicated 
artist. | used to see both of his parents arrive at Sherwood with Anthony 
and his brother, DeMarre, taking them to their music lessons. Now they 
both are internationally famous. Their parents are from the old school, 
lucky for them. 


Anthony’s older brother, DeMarre McGill, is now principal flute of the 
Seattle Symphony. DeMarre has played as a soloist with the Philadelphia 
Orchestra, the Seattle, Pittsburgh, Dallas, Grant Park, San Diego and 
Baltimore symphony orchestras. At age 15 he played with the Chicago 
Symphony Orchestra. Anthony and DeMarre’s parents are DeMarre 
McGill Sr. and his wife Ira Carol. 


DeMarre Sr. is a retired firefighter and 
lra Carol is a retired educator. In 
order to advance their children, they 
mortgaged their home five times. 
When their children were born, they 
promised each other that they would 
spare no expense to raise successful 
Black men. Do not allow yourself to 


ia 


be boxed in by the incessant DeMarre McGill 
invocation of the “400-year8®” trap. Courtesy thefluteview.com 
You're here now. Kick some behind— 

Chicago style!! 


88 See: Original Internet source, https://www.anthonymcgill.com/; 

Archived file, https://ia801400.us.archive.org/20/items/anthony-mc- 
gill/Anthony%20McGill.pdf 

89 My reference to the complaint, “My people been persecuted for 400 years! !” 
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Once | was riding around with Marcus in his van. Suddenly, he blurted out 
(loudly!), “I’m aman on the planet!!” He speaks fluent English, fluent 
Hebrew, fluent Yiddish. He lives in Israel. He’s taught in Israeli schools. 
He’s been around the world. He was born and raised in the hood, a Black 
man. You're a man (or woman) on the planet. You weren't created by 
BOP. The earth is yours. Act like it! 


Appendix A 


The American Identity 


DON’T TREAD ON ME 


Don’t Tread On Me 
Courtesy Bonanza.com 


Wondriumdaily.com, a website dedicated to independent lifelong education, identifies five key 
themes, or components, that combine to create a common American identity. And | agree 
wholeheartedly with these components: 


1.) A passion for freedom 

2.) Pursuit of education 

3.) Faith in popular government 

4.) Willingness to experiment, or gamble (| added “gamble”) 

5.) A sense of being unique (now, sadly, twisted to justify attempted global totalitarianism) 


To read Wondrium’s elaboration on each of the five components of American identity, please check 
out the URL links provided in endnote No. 48 in the Notes section that follows this Appendix. | will 
now throw in my two cents. 


Over a period of seven decades, | have either participated in or witnessed attempts by the 
adherents of religious doctrines, political philosophies, economic theories, scientific and 
technological formulations to offer visions of an ideal society based on the principles of their belief 
systems. | eventually concluded that, while they all contained some ideas and principles that 
appeared to be capable of positively contributing to the creation of an ideal society, there were 
three major problems. 


Firstly, each system invariably took on the identity of a sacrosanct, inflexible, dogmatic belief 
system. They became all-or-nothing systems that were not prepared to compromise on any of 
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their doctrines, even if those doctrines displayed serious flaws. Also, no other doctrine would be 
incorporated or accepted. For instance, the economic theory of Capitalism would not adopt 
theories, such as the Islamic idea of interest-free banking or the “socialist” idea of universal 
healthcare, that were considered to be outside the accepted doctrines of Capitalism. 


In the world of science and technology, the scientific and technological formulations that envision 
an ideal society in which automation replaces human effort has no room to accommodate spiritual 
needs. There is no room for the psychological needs of human beings to experience using their 
own minds and their own fingers, hands, arms, feet, and legs to direct themselves to their 
destinations in their vehicles; to experience their usefulness as human beings, rather than drive 
down programmed streets in programmed cars, weakening or losing senses that we were born 
with, such as intuition, reflexes, judgment. | don’t want to be a robot sitting inside a robot. 


The second issue was that | was not satisfied that any of the religious doctrines, political 
philosophies, economic theories, scientific and technological formulations had clearly defined what 
an ideal society would be based on; what the purpose of an ideal society would be; what would be 
the definition of an ideal society. And since | was not satisfied that any of those systems had 
Clearly defined what the purpose and definition of an ideal society would be, | eventually developed 
my own idea of the purpose and definition of an ideal society, which I'll mention below. 


The third issue is the issue of agenda. There are no angels on planet earth. None. At this point in 
human history, we all should be fully aware that issues like power, greed, control, sex, hatred, and 
even love can, and have, all throughout human history, thrown a wrench into all efforts by all 
systems, whether religious, political, economic, scientific and technological, to create the ideal 
society. When personal and/or corporate agendas begin to dominate, even the best of systems 
can be shot to sh*t. And there is no sense whatsoever in pretending otherwise. We know who we 
are. We know what we're capable of doing, good or bad. We will enslave. We will corrupt. We 
will use subterfuge to achieve selfish parochial goals, the “good of the whole” be damned. 


What is an ideal American society? | submit that an ideal American society is one that can create 
and maintain the six attributes of balance, harmony, independence, peace, stability, and prosperity. 
But how, as an American people, can we keep control of the inherent weaknesses and corrupt 
natures that can arise in each of us so that we can create and maintain those six attributes? 


One answer is to first acknowledge that there is an American identity that supersedes any other 
American sub-identity. If we first recognize that there is an American identity that defines all of us, 
then we can work together on the basis of that common identity to achieve the societal state 
defined by those six attributes. And again, here are the components of our common American 
identity: 


1.) A passion for freedom (“Don’t Tread on me!!”) 

2.) Pursuit of education 

3.) Faith in popular government 

4.) Willingness to experiment, or gamble (| added “gamble”) 
5.) A sense of being unique 


244 Appendix A 


If !claim a unique identity, separate and apart from the American identity, it cannot be allowed to 
override the American identity. And if you claim a unique identity, separate and apart from the 
American identity, it cannot be allowed to override the American identity. Tyranny is not defined by 
population figures. If respect for the American identity is subordinated to the elevation of a sub- 
identity in society, then tyranny by the few may emerge. One example is the LGBTQ community 
and its agenda. 


A Gallop Poll study revealed that 7.1% of Americans identify as LGBTQ. That means that 92.9% 
of Americans do not identify as LGBTQ and it can be concluded that they would not want the 
LGBTQ agenda to be forced upon them. Before continuing, | submit the following: | am certain that 
the 7.1% of Americans who identify as LGBTQ have no problem embracing the five components 

of American identity that | mentioned above, and that have been identified by Gary Gallagher, 
Patrick Allitt, and Allen Guelzo, the authors of the article at Wondriumdaily.com entitled, Five Key 
Themes of the American Identity. 


Yet, despite the fact that 92.9% of Americans do not identify as LGBTQ, the statistically 
insignificant LGBTQ community actually believes that it has the right to attempt to force its sub- 
cultural identity upon the rest of us—the 92.9% overwhelming majority of Americans. Also, the 
percentage of likely voters demonstrates the same thing—that the majority of Americans do not 
wish the LGBTQ agenda to be forced upon them, and especially not on their children: 


Sixty-seven percent of likely voters believe information about sexuality for 
children in kindergarten through third grade should be “left to parents,” 
according to a Harvard Harris poll conducted March 23-24 with 1,990 
registered voters. Only 33 percent believe sexuality should be “taught in 
schools” to young children, the poll said. 


Broken down by political affiliation, a majority of Republicans (82 percent), 
independents (68 percent), and Democrats (50 percent) agree that 
conversations about sex are best left to parents. 57 


Please take time to read the article at Wondrium, which covers the five components that create the 
American identity. So far, but for the attempts by the government, through its Disinformation 
Governance Board, the mainstream media, and Big Tech to destroy the First Amendment to the 
United States Constitution, we are still a free people. So, if the myriad sub-identities that exist in 
America wish to attempt to give their identity equal standing or supremacy over the common 
American identity, then that is their right. 


But the country will be destroyed. That is my opinion, and I’m exercising my right to express that 
opinion. Unless Americans decide to understand the history of the country, and, in fact, world 
history so that they can understand why and how the United States came into existence, and 
prefer, instead, to attempt to bludgeon everyone into accepting their particular sub-identity as equal 
to the American identity, then either the country as it was meant to exist will one day be literally 
split into two different countries, or it and the principles that it stood for will be destroyed. Because 
forces will take advantage of the divisions, just as the Bolsheviks did after 1917 when the Soviet 
Union was created. We must define ourselves by our common American identity. 
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